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robed  figure  opened  the  little  door  an,  arm  came  out  from  behind  the  curtain,  the 
p'>intinjc  at  the  box.  “Behold  the  John  Street  jewels,  Brady  I”  a 
dc‘:p  vo.»:e  cried.  It  was  the  voice  of  Diamond  Dan. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

THE  JEWEL  ROBBERY  ON  JOHN  STREET. 

“One  moment!  Stop  one  moment,  please!  I  must  speak 
with  you.” 

The  scene  was  Broadway,  New  York,  at  the  corner  of 
Fulton  street. 

The  time  was  two-thirty  in  the  afternoon,  just  when  the 
throng  at  that  congested  corner  reaches  high-water  mark. 

Those  who  saw  the  little  foreigner  with  his  round,  bald 
’frssL.^jSr^^ol(\  spectacles  make  a  dash  out  into  the  street 
could  not  help  but  laugh  at  his  excitement  and  the  strange 
figure  he  cut.  • 

His  hat  flew  off,  and  He  narrowly  escaped  being  run  down 
by  an  automobile. 

But  he  got  there  just  the  same. 

He  seized  the  tall,  elderly  man  who  was  in  the  act  of 
hoarding  an  uptown  car  hy  the  tail  of  his  long  blue  coat, 
shouting  as  above. 

The  car  started,  and  it  is  a  wonder  that  both  were  not 
killed. 

.\g  the  old  gentleman,  yielding  to  the  shouts  of  the  little 
foreigner,  let  go  hie  hold  on  the  car,  a  younger  and  well- 
dres^ied  man  hurriedly  left  the  car  and  joined  them  on  the 
►jd^^alk,  where  a  policeman  was  just  handing  the  little 
man  his  hat. 

“You  are  Old  King  Brady  the  detective?”  panted  be  of 
the  gold  rpectaeVa. 

“Woll,  I  am,”  replied  the  old  gentleman,  “but  you  need 
not  hold  on  to  me,  sir.  T  am  not  going  to  run  away.” 

He  might  have  known  that  it  was  Old  King  Brady. 


Everybody  knows  that  long  blue  coat  with  its  brass  but¬ 
tons,  and  the  famous  old  white  hat  with  its  wonderfully  wide 
brim. 

Yes,  it  was  the  world-famous  detective,  and  the  young 
man  who  had  joined  him  was  Young  King  Brady,  his  part¬ 
ner  and  pupil.  His  real  name  was  Harry. 

“You  are  Old  King  Brady!”  the  little  man  blurted  out 
again. 

“Yes,  yes!  I  am  Old  King  Brady.  I  told  you  so  be¬ 
fore!”  said  the  detective  impatiently.  “Come  to  the  point, 
man!  What  is  it  you  want?  Don’t  you  see  you  are  creating 
a  crowd?”  '  ■ 

The  little  man  pulled  out  a  business  card  and  thrust  it 
into  the  old  detective’s  hand. 

“I  want  you  to  come  to  my  place  on  John  street  right 
away  quick,”  he  said,  in  a  tone  of  great  excitement.  “I 
have  been  robbed!  I  am  ruined — ^yes,  ruined!  Do  you 
hear?” 

The  card  bore  the  inscription :  -  . 

“MYNDANT  YATMAN. 

“Diamonds  and  Precious  Stones. 

“Late  of  Amsterdam.  No.  —  John  St.,  N.  Y.”, 

“Calm  yourself,  Mr.  Yatman,”  said  the  old  detective. 
“Although  I  have  another  engagement,  I  will  postpone  it. 
I  will  go  with  you.” 

“Oh,  thanks!  Thanks!”  panted  Yatman.  “You  are  the 
only  person  who  can  help  me.  Please  come  right  away 
quick.” 

Old  King  Brady  went. 

On  the  way  he  introduced  his  partner  to  Mr.  Yatman. 
j  He  did  not  ask  him  a  single  question,  however,  for  ho 
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<ix\y  that  the  excited  Hollander  was  making  a  great  effort 
to  calm  hirtiself. 

A  shrewd  reader  of  men  always,  Old  King  Brady  did  not 
fail  to  pereeive  that  this  man  was  suffering  from  a  severe 
mental  shock. 

Reaching  John  street,  Mr.  Vatman  led  the  way  to  the 
s(  eond  floor  of  one  of  the  older  buildings,  and  entered  an 
oflicc  which  hore  his  name  and  business  on  the  glass  door. 

The  place  was  fitted  up  with  two  large  safes  and  a  green 
baize-covered  coiinfer,  after  the  usual  style  of  gem  dealers’ 
otlioes  on  John  street  and  Maiden  lane. 

Everything  seemed  to  indicate  that  ^Ir.  A'atman  carried 
a  heavy  stock  and  was  a  person  of  some  consequence  in  the 
jewelry  trade. 

There  was  no  one  in  the  office  except  a  young  man  whose 
face  showed  that  he  was  laboring  under  almost  as  great 
excitement  as  Mr.  Yatman  himself.  • 

“Be  seated,  gentlemen.  Be  seated!”  said  ^Ir.  Yatman, 
adding: 

“  Lock  the  door,  Henry.  AVrite  a  paper  and  hang  it  out¬ 
side.  Say — say — closed!  Taking  stock!” 

The  clerk  hastened  to  obey. 

Air.  Yatman  went  around  behind  the  counter,  while  the 
Bradys  seated  themselves  upon  two  stools  in  front. 

“Now,  then,  Air.  Yatman,  what  is  the  trouble?”  inquired 
Old  King  Brady.  “You  say  you  have  been  robbed.  To 
what  extent?” 

“Of  almost  my  whole  stock.  Air.  Brady,”  replied  the  gem 
dealer.  “Three  hundred  thousand  dollars  would  hardly 
cover  mv  loss.  See,  every  drawer  in  these  safes  has  been 

‘'A. 

emptied  of  its  contents.  It  is  terrible!  Unless  1  can  re¬ 
cover  these  jewels  I  am  a  ruined  man.  Alany  of  them  1  held 
on  consignment  from  parties  in  Holland.  I  am  trying  to 
be  calm,  Air.  Brady,  but  this  is  a  terrible  thing!” 

As  he  spoke  Air.  A^atman  pulled  open  drawer  after 
drawer  in  the  nearest  safe. 

All  were  empty. 

On  the  floor  behind  the  counter  much  tissue  paper  and 
many  pieces  of  blue  paper  such  as  diamonds  are  usually 
wrapped  in  lay  scattered  about. 

“When  did  this  robbery  occur?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“It  has  just  occurred,”  was  the  reply.  “.Vs  soon  as  my 
young  man  came  in  1  started  for  your  office,  finding  the 
iddress  in  the  directory.  Fortunately,  you  have  been  point¬ 
'd  out  to  me,  so  1  knew  yon  when  T  saw  you  on  Broadway. 
Can  you  help  me?  Will  you  help  me?  Don’t  say  no.” 

“We  can  and  wo  will,  Air.  Abitman,’’  replied  the  old  de- 
ective  kindly.  “Bray  calm  yourself.  Tell  us  exactly  what 
jicurred.  Harry,  take  notes,  please.  This  promises  to  be 
i  very  important  case.” 

“It  began  this  way,”  said  Air.  Yatman,  making  a  great 
■fTort  to  appear  calm.  “I  was  sifting  here  looking  over 
f.iie*  diamoruls  at  about  half-jaist  on< — -nn  hour  ago — when 
,  i!i<  '  r  T  fa-v  broMght  in  a  nofr  from  'rilfanv's.  as  I  be¬ 


an  order  for  a  topaz  necklace  and  wanted  to  sehet  flic 
stones.” 

“Pardon  me  a  moment.  Is  this  usual?”  interrupted  the 
detective. 

“Oh  ves-  we  often  semd  out  stones  like  that  to  the  trade.” 

“Well,  proceed.” 

“I  sent  the  stones  uptown  by  my  clerk  here,  Henry 
Hughes,  and  I  may  as  well  finish  that  part  of  my  story  by- 
telling  you  again  that  the  order  was  a  forgery.  Tiffany’s 
people  assured  Air.  Hughes  that  they  had  not  sent  for  the 
stones.” 

“The  object  being  to  get  your  man  out  of  the  way,  and 
leave  you  alone  in  the  place.  Well?” 

“AYell,  Air.  Brady,  Henry  had  been  gone  but  a  few  min¬ 
utes  wKen  a  lady  entered  and  asked  to  see  some  diamonds. 
She  said  she  wanted  to  buy  five  stones  of  about  a  carat,  a 
half,  and  a  thirty-second,  to  have  set  up  as  a  breastpin  after 
a  design  of  her  own.” 

“One  moment.  Let  us  close  up  on  our  details  as  we  go 
on.  Describe  this  lady,  please.” 

“Well,  sir,  she  was  about  thirty,  I  should  sav.  She  had 
dark  eyes  and  hair,  and  was  rather  good-looking,  although 
her  face  was  somewhat  coarse.  She  was  verv  handsome! v 
dressed,  and  I  took  her  to  be  a  wealthy  worhan.” 

“Did  you  notice  any  peculiarity  about  her?  Be  particu¬ 
lar,  now.  Rack  your  memory,  for  it  is  very  important  that 
we  should  have  a  good  description  of  the  woman.” 

“Well,  Air.  Brady,  the  only  thing  that  I  noti^^d  was 
her  voice.  It  was  a  high-pitched,  squeaky  voice.” 

“A  falsetto  voice?” 

“A^es;  something  like  that.  It  sounded  more  like  the 
voice  of  a  little  boy  than  a  woman’s  voice.” 

“Anything  else?” 

“Nothing  else.  I 'only  saw  the  woman  for  a  moment,  a.'; 
you  will  learn  when  I  go  on  with  mv  .'jforv.  One  thing  moi-e 
I  must  mention,  though.  She  carried  a  snialt' 
grip.  1  thought  at  the  time  that  she  had  just  come  in  from 
the  country,  but  1  know  now  oi>ly  too  well  what  the  grip 
was  for.” 

“AYry  good,  (toon.” 

“Well,  Air.  Brady,  I  turned  to  the  safe  to  get  the  dia¬ 
monds  out  of  this  drawer  here,  and  as  I  did  so  I  heard  a 
noise  behind  me.  Looking  around,  T  saw  that  the  woman 

had  jumped  up  on  the  counter.  I  gasped  out  something _ 

1  don’t  remember  just  what— when  all  at  once  she  leaned 
down  and  seized  me  by  the  throat  and  choked  me  till  T 
opened  my  mouth.  Then  she  threw  something  into  it  and 
that’s  the  last  I  know  until  Henry  Hughes  picked  me  up 
from  the  floor.” 

“And  your  stock  was  all  gone?” 

“Everything  cleaned  out.  as  you 

“Did  you  make  no  effort  to  jnit  up  ficht?” 

I  tell  yo!i.  Mr.  Brady,  then'  wumFi  an\  time  It  wav  nR 


■>  <1.  I  it  I  n-  w  know  Ih?'  signature  to  be  a  forgery,  asking 
n  -<  nd  uf.  oiing  man  uj»  to  their  j)la<  e  with  such 
'  I  Itappencd  to  have  dn  hand,  as  they  had 


done  in  an  instant.” 


ii 

ii 


AA  as  it  a  liquid  or  a  solid  that  was  put  in  vour  tuoufh?” 
A  liquid.  Slu  held  something  in  her  left  band  whili^ 
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Sj  ic  V  ds  ;  liokiug  me  wiih  the  right;  it  was  a  bottle,  I  sup- 


"H-.  V  long  were  you  uncoiisoious y" 

“D  must  hove  been  near  three-quarters  of  an  hour.’’ 

“It  was  just  half-past  one  when  1  went  uptown,”  put  in 
Henry  Hughes,  “and  when  1  came  into  the  office  it  was 
quarter  past  two  by  that  clock.” 

“Just  where  was  Mr.  Yatman  lying,  young  man?”  Old 
King  Brady  asked. 

“  Hughes  pointed  to  the  place  behind  tl^e  counter. 

“When  you  tried  to  arouse  him  did  lie  come  right  back 
to  consciousness,  or  did  you  have  to  speak  to  him  two  or 
three  times?” 

“Oh,  I  had  a  hard  job  wdth  him.  I  w^as  five  minutes  and 
more  shaking  him  up  and  calling  to  him.” 

“Have  you  a  peculiar  taste  in  your  mouth,  a  headache, 
or  any  particular  symptoms  to  tell  me  of,  Mr.  Yatman?” 

“No;  I  am  sore  about  the  neck,  that’s  all.  You  can  see 
the  red  marks  of  her  fingers^  where  she  choked  me.  As  for 
the  rest,  I  feel  just  as  though  I  had  waked  out  of  a  sleep.” 

“An)i:hing  else  that  either  of  you  have  to  tell  me?”  the 
detective  asked. 

There  w^as  nothing  else. 

“Have  you  any  idea  wdio  the  thief  could  have  been,  Mr. 
Brady?”  inquired  the  jew'eler,  anxiously.  “Do  you  think 
you  can  do  anything  for  me?” 

“I  have — I  do.” 

“Well?” 

“You  were  undoubtedly  the  victim  of  the  notorious  Lon¬ 
don  thief.  Diamond  Dan.  Did  you  never  hear  of  him?” 

“Why,  yes!  I  remember,  now  you  speak  of  it,  reading  of 
a  .similar  robbery  in  London  some  six  or  seven  years  ago.” 

“Only  five.  The  case  was  almost  identical  with  yours, 
except  that  the  robbery  was  executed  by  a  man  and  not  a 
woman.  It  w’as  traced  up  to  one  Dan  Dean,  otherwise 
known  as  Diamond  Dan.  The  diamonds  were  recovered, 
gol  ten  years  in  some  English  prison,  from 
which  he  managed  to  make  his  escape  about  a  year  ago.” 

“And  you  think  that  this  Diamgnd  Dan  is  the  thief?” 

“It  seems  to  me  so.” 

“But  the  w’oman?” 

“My  friend,  w’hat  was  to  hinder  the  man  from  being  on 
'he  other  .  ide  of  the  door  in  the  hall?” 

“You  are  right.  Is  it  not  possible  that  some  New  York 
thief  may  liave  imitated  Diamond  Dan’s  methods?” 

“It  h  pns-iible,  but  not  likely.  Thieves  seldom  imitate 
;i  h  .Tut’-  methods  a.s  each  one  usually  considers  his  own 
^  .  *  d  -hii'-  bij  iness  the  beet.” 

‘And  yo”  giv  me  hope,  Mr.  Brady?” 

"O;  ,  y‘  i.  course,  I  ean  promise  nothing,  but  we 
}■  ;■  :  :'t  -  v  l  io  more  difficult  cases.” 

“  n  ♦  i  :  1  ougMt  to  tell  yon,  unless  you  succeed  in  rc- 

.  j  I,:'  tf.  j  I-,  it  will  \ji‘  uhrtolutely  out  of  my  power 

L  1  ” 

■  *  f 

I-  ,  ,  /  y  ’  !  our  ^  If  abuiir  that.  I  understand  your 

’  I  /i  *!  .  If  we  fflll  lli.rv  will  be  no  charge,” 

*  j  '  i  I  £  roiU'c  in  hi«“  thuuli  ■, 


“In  the  meantime  tell  what  has  happened  to  no  one,” 
said  the  old  detective.  “You  have  not  been  to  the  police?” 
“No.” 

“You  are  fortunate.  It  might  spoil  all.” 

“Is  there  anything  that  I  can  do  to  help  you?” 

“Yes;  tell  me  of  some  one  peculiar  stone  among  the  miss¬ 
ing  goods,  and  I  think  there  is  a  chance  to  find  a  clew 
within  tw'enty-four  hours.” 

“Fortunately  I  can  do  this.” 

“Well?” 

“Among  the  stolen  stones  was  a  kirge  amethyst  seal.  It 
was  ground  down  flat  on  one  side,  and  had  a  crest  cut  in 
it.” 

“Good!  The  very  thing!  What  was  the  crest?” 

“A  hand  holding  a  star.” 

“It’s  value?” 

“It  had  none  in  a  commercial  sense,  except  to  cut  up  for 
other  stones.  Ten  dollars  at  the  most.  You  see,  this  was 
the  seal  of  some  old  English  gentleman.  Unless  some  one 
of  the  family  wanted  it  the  thing  was  worthless.” 

“Exactly.  And  on  that  amethyst  seal  I  shall  begin  my 
work.  Keep  your  place  open  as  usual.  Say  not  a  word. 
By  the  way,  was  your  entire  stock  taken?” 

“Everything  of  any  value.  There  were  a  lot  of  rose  dia¬ 
monds  and  a  stock  of  doublets,  and  a  few  odds  and  ends  of 
small  worth  left.” 

“I  see.  It  was  practically  a  clean  sweep.  Well,  we  will 
now^  leave  you,  and  begin  our  work.  You  may  expect  to 
hear  from  us  wdthiu  two  or  three  days.” 

The  Bradys  then  withdrew. 

Another  strange  case  was  in  their  hands  for  solution. 

As  yet  there  seemed  little  that  was  mysterious  about  the 
case. 

The  mystery  was  to  come  later  on. 


CHAPTEB  II. 

WHAT  BOLD  BLUFF  IS  THIS? 

That  afternoon  Old  King  Brady,  beginning  work  on  the 
Yatman  case,  inserted  an  advertisement  in  the  “Lost  and 
Found”  column  of  each  of  the  principal  morning  papeis 
which  read  as  follows  ; 

“To  the  party  who  found  the  amethyst  seal  on  John 
street  bearing  crest,  a  hand  holding  a  mullet  or  star,  $1,000 
will  he  paid  for  return  of  same  and  no  questions  asked. 
Address  B.,  New  York  general  post-office,” 

To  this  advertisement  the  old  detective  fully  expected  an 
answer,  and  u])on  that  answer  lie  exjiected  to  base  his  work, 
hilt  two  days  jiassed  and  none  came,  much  to  the  disap¬ 
pointment  of  the  Bradys  and  Mr,  ^'atm^n  as  well. 

On  the  morning  <:f  the  third  day  after  the  robbery,  while 
tile  Bradys  were  sitting  in  their  little  office  on  Park  Bejw 
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and  feoling  quite  discouraged,  it  must  be  confessed,  the  door 
<  l>c*n.*d  to  admit  a  man  of  a  class  which  usually  gives  the 
others  of  detectives  a  wide  berth. 

At  least  Old  King  Brady  instantly  assumed  that  his  visi¬ 
tor  was  a  professional  criminal,  and  so  vast  has  been  the 
old  detective’s  experience  that  on  such  a  matter  he  could 
hardly  make  a  mistake. 

The  man  was  under  thirty,  dark,  with  black  hair  and 
eyes,  soft  wliite  hands  and  handsome  features  which  showed 
some  traces  of  dissipation,  giving  him  rather  a  coarse  look. 

“I  am  looking  for  the  Brady  detectives,”'  he  said,  in  a 
high-pitched,  falsetto  voice  which  being  evidently  his  natu¬ 
ral  voice,  at  once  made  him  a  marked  man  in  the  estimation 
of  the  detectives,  more  especially  as  he  spoke  with  a  strong 
English  accent. 

“We  are  the  Bradys,”  replied  Harry.  Old  King  Brady, 
who  was  writing  at  his  desk,  kept  right  on  plying  his  pen. 

Apparently  he  paid  no  attention  to  the  man,  but  a  small 
mirror  at  the  back  of  the  desk  showed  him  all  that  there 

was  to  be  seen  of  their  visitor. 

« 

“Oh,  ah,  yes,”  said  the  man.  “I  desire  to  consult  Old 
King  Brady  on  an  important  matter.” 

Old  King  Brady  laid  down  his  pen  and  wheeled  around. 

“I  am  the  party,”  he  said.,  “What  is  your  name?” 

The  gentleman  produced  a  card. 

It  read: 

“Mr.  C.  H.  Pulsford,  London.” 

Scribbled  in  pencil  was  “Fifth  Avenue  Hotel.” 

“Very  well,  Mr.  Pulsford,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “What 
is  it  you  wish  ?  Be  seated.  I  will  hear  what  you  have  to 
say.” 

“I  have  been  robbed,  sir — m5’steriously  robbed  of  unset 
diamonds  and  gems  to  a  large  amount.” 

“Indeed!  And  you  wish  us  to  attempt  to  recover  the 
property?” 

“I  do.  You  have  been  highly  recommended  to  me  as  the 
best  detectives  in  town.” 

“By  whom?” 

“The  landlord  of  the  tavern  at  which  I  am  stopping.” 

“You  mean  the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel?” 

“Yes.” 

“I  know  the  gentleman  very  well.  Proceed.” 

“^ly  case  is  so  peculiar,  Mr.  Brady,  that  coming  as  it 
does  from  an  entire  .‘^tranget,  I  almost  fear  you  will  hesi¬ 
tate  to  credit  me  with  speaking  the  truth.” 

•‘^No  apology  is  needed,  sir.  We  are  used  to  mysteries 
of  all  kinds  here,  »-Btate  the  facts  as  briefly  and  quickly  as 
you  ^-an." 

“It  is  this  way,  gentlemen— this  young  man  is  your  part¬ 
ner,  Mr.  liracly?” 

“Ih«  i-  Young  King  Brady,  my  partner.  Oo  right  on. 
Mr.  Pul  ford." 

“W  Il,  P  i;  :-iiR  way."  b-ogan  Pulsford  again.  “You  see. 

I  to  an  Kn  1.  bman.  I  onlv  arrived  here  last  wt'ek.  T 
*  ■  .  h  r*  with  th  inf- "tion  :  f  going  t->  ‘ 'hjongo  and  look- j 
p  Mi  :  ^  rn  'md*.  I  hav-  goirrc  nioney  of  my  own  and  i 


1  understand  there  Is  money  to  be  made  in  corn  in  Chi¬ 
cago.” 

“And  lost.  Yes,  wtII?” 

“Shortly  before  I  left  England  a  cousin  of  mine,  a  bach¬ 
elor,  who  carried  on  a  business  in  diamonds  and  preciou- 
stones,  died,  and  willed  me  his  entire  stock  of  goods.  I  did 
not  know  of  his  death  until  just  before  the  day  of  sailing, 
so  as  I  had  my  passage  booked  on  the  Umbria  I  concluded 
to  bring  the  gems  along  with  me  and  dispose  of  them  in 
New  York,  don’t  you  know.” 

“I  see,  and  you  have  lost  them?” 

“I  have  lost  them  all,  Mr.  Brady,  and  their  value  is  sev¬ 
eral  hundred  thousand  dollars.  It  is  a  very  serious  affair.” 

“And  where  did  you  lose  them,  and  how?” 

“There  is  the  strange  part  of  it.  I  almost  hesitate  to 
tell  you  for  fear  that  it  may  involve  me  in  trouble,  but  I 
must  have  help,  and  you  have  been  so  highly  recommended 
to  me - ” 

“Y"es,  yes!  You  said  all  that  before.  My  time  is  pre¬ 
cious.  I  beg  you  will  come  to  the  point.” 

“Well,  then,  it  was  this  way,  Mr,  Brady.  I  took  those 
jewels  down  on  John  street  on  Tuesday  afternoon.  I  had 
been  told  to  call  on  a  Mr.  Y’atraan,  a  gem  dealer  at  No.  — . 
and  I  went  directly  to  his  place,  carrying  my  gems  in  a 
little  Gladstone  bag.” 

Mr.  Pulsford  paused  and  looked  narrowly  at  the  detec¬ 
tives. 

Of  course,  the  interest  of  the  Bradys  in  his  long-drawn- 
out  story  w’as  now  becoming  intense,  but  so  thoroughlv 
have  they  trained  their  features  that  they  showed  it  by  no 
sign. 

“Do  you  happen  to  know  Mr.  Yatman?”  Pulsford  asked. 

“I  know  that  there  is  such  a  man,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady  carelessly,  “but  aren’t  vou  making  a  mistake?  Isn’t 

V  o 

his  office  on  ]\raiden  Lane?” 

“No,  it  is  John  street,  between  Broadway  and  the  street 
next  below’.” 

A es,  yes.  Well,  and  what  happened  at  Mr.  Yatman’s? 
Surely  a  respectable  New  York  merchant  would  hardly  rob 
you  of  3’our  gems.” 

“No,  no!  He  had  nothing  to  do  with  it.  as  T  am  about 
to  explain.” 

“I  wish  you  would  explain  then,”  replied  the  detective. 
\ awning.  It  seems  to  take  }’ou  a  long  while  to  come  to 
the  point.” 

“I’m  coming  right  to  it  now  in  a  minute.  I  knocked  on 
l^Ir,  atman  s  door,  sir,  but  got  no  answer,  so  T  opened  the 
door  and  walked  in.  I  could  see  nobody  in  the  pkace  at 
first,  but  I  thought  T  heard  some  one  groan  behind  the 
counter,  so  I  placed  me  Gladstone  bag  on  a  stool  and  !■  ■  krd 
over  the  counter  and  what  do  you  sui^j'ose  T  snw?“ 

“Give  it  up,"  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Dm  no  mind  r-od- 
er.  I  have  no  moans  of  knowing.” 

“My  dear  sir,  I  saw  lying  there  on  th<  flo  w  n  li'!l.'  Tv.'n 
with  gold  spectacles,  who  MVinod  ti'  b."  mwon-Y..".  1 
called  to  him  to  know  wluu  was  the  maftor.  but  he  did  no: 
HU  over.  Then  I  went  around  Kdiind  tlic  lovmler  io 
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whether  he  was  drunk  or  dying  or  what,  leaving  me  Glad¬ 
stone  bag  on  the  stool.’’ 

“Well,  what  was  the  matter  with  him?” 

“Really,  I  can’t  tell  you.  I  was  not  able  to  make  out.  I 
thought  I  had  better  call  in  some  of  the  neighbors,  and  as 
I  started  around  the  counter  I  saw  to  me  horror  that  me 
Gladstone  bag  had  disappeared.” 

“Well!” 

“Well,  Mr.  Brady,  and  what  do  you  think  of  that?” 

“Strange.  What  happened  next?” 

“Why,  I  was  so  taken  aback,  Mr.  Brady,  that  I  found  m}^- 
self  instantly  seized  with  a  heart  trouble  to  which  I  am 
subject.  It  is  very  dangerous.  Me  doctor  in  London  has 
warned  me  that  I  must  be  very  careful  or  I  am  liable  to 
drop  dead  at  any  moment.  I  was  in  a  bad  way.  It  was  evi¬ 
dent  to  me  that  !Mr.  Y'atman — if  it  was  Mr.  Yatman — had 
been  robbed,  for  there  were  papers  scattered  about  tlie  floor, 
and  while  I  was  behind  the  counter  I  opened  one  or  two 
drawers  of  the  safe  and  there  was  nothing  in  them.  When  I 
get  these  attacks  I  lose  consciousness,  and  yet  I  am  able  to 
walk  about  and  no  one  would  ever  know  that  there  was  any¬ 
thing  the  matter  with  me.” 

“And  you  were  seized  with  one  of  your  walking  trances* 
then  ?” 

“I  was.  The  next  thing  I  knew  I  came  to  me  senses  in 
me  bed  in  the  tavern.  I  have  hardly  been  able  to  leave  it 
since,  but  I  am  better  now,  and  I  have  come  to  you  to  see 
what  you  can  do  to.  help  me  find  me  Gladstone  bag.  I  am 
a  pretty  well-to-do  man,  Mr.  Brady,  and  I  want  to  say  to 
you  right  now  that  as  these  gems  came  to  me  unexpectedly 
I  do  not  count  them  as  part  of  my  fortune.  If  you  can 
recover  them  I  wull  divide  equally  with  you,  I  have  no 
idea  exactly  what  they  are  worth,  but  it  is  safe  to  say  that 
your  share  will  amount  to  as  much  as  twenty  thousand 
pounds.” 

^Ir,  PuLftford  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  while  pretend- 
•is^^Tb^e  busy  lighting  a  Turkish  cigarette  he  again  scanned 
the  faces  of  the  detectives  sharply. 

That  he  w'anted  to  see  how  they  were  going'  to  receive  his 
remarkable  story  was  quite  manifest  to  both, 

“What  will  the  Governor  do  with  him?”  thought  Harry, 

What  he  expected  was  to  see  Old  King  Brady  make  a 
jump  for  the  man  and  clap  on  the  handcuffs. 

During  the  time  they  had  been  waiting  the  detectives  had 
studied  up  the  record  of  Diamond  Dan,  and  even  had  been 
able  to  get  a  picture  of  this  criminal,  which  was  at  that 
moment  in  Old  King  Brady’s  desk. 

Both  had  studied  the  picture  carefully,  and  Harry  had 
m/t  the  least  doubt  that  they  were  then  in  the  presence  of  the 
thief  who  atole  the  John  street  jewels — the  notorious  Dia¬ 
mond  Dan! 


CHAPTER  TIT. 

Ar'rs  m’spTriorsLT. 

Old  King  Bra/Jy  inrprised  hi«  partner  by  throwing  a  wise, 


“The  reward  you  hold  out  is  one  of  the  biggest  on  record] 
in  all  my  long  experience,”  he  remarked,, 

“I  know  it  sounds  large,”  was  the  reply,  “but  I  want  to 
be  out  of  this  and  on  my > way  to  Chicago  as  soon  as.,1  canj 
I  am  willing  to  make  a  big  sacrifice;  besides,  I  am  satisfied 
that  if  the  Bradys  can’t  help  me  out  nobody  can.’i 

“Just  so.” 

“Do  you  accept  or  refuse?” 

“Neither.  I  will  tliink  the  matter  over  and  calltup^ 
you^at  the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel  to-night.” 

“Good!”  said  Mr.  Pulsford,  rising.  “Anything  furthered 
say?” 

“Nothing  further.  And  3ml?” 

“I  may  have  to-night  when  you  call.  You  will  find  me 
in,  Mr,  Brady.  Now,  good-day!” 

•  Thereupon  Mr.  Pulsford  left  the  office  with  Old  King 
Brady  seated  facing  him,  with  his  finger  tips  joined  together 
and  his  keen  eyes  following  him  to  the  door. 

“Lock  the  door,  Harry,”  said  the  old  detective,  as  the 
footsteps  of  their  visitor  died  away  on  the  stairs. 

“Governor!  Can’t  you  see  who  that  fellow  is?”  exclaimed 
Young  King  Brady,  locking  the  door. 

“Who  do  you  think  he  is?” 

“Diamond  Dan!” 

“You  are  right,  Harry.  It  is  no  one  else.” 

“What  a  nerve!  To  come  directly  to  the  Bradys  with 

that  cock-and-bull  story.  I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing 

since  I  started  in  the  business.” 

'-?r 

“It  is  not  the  usual  way  of  doing  things,  certainly,”  was 
the  quiet  repl}^  and  Old  King  Brady,  taking  the  picture 
of  Diamond  Dan  from  the  desk,  studied  it  carefully,  Harry 
looking  over  his  shoulder, 

“Yes,  it  is  certainly  the  same  face,”  he  said  at  length; 
“and  then  the  voice.  There  can  be  no  mistaking  it,  for 
along  with  the  Bertillon  ireasurements  of  the  man  in  the 
Rogues  Gallery  it  is  especially  mentioned.  Of  course,  there 
can  no  longer  be  any  doubt  that  he  did  the  job  himself  dis¬ 
guised  as  a  woman.  The  voice  is  precisely  as  Mr.  Yatman 
described  it.  Sounds  less  like  a  woman’s  voice  than  a  big 
boy’s.” 

“What  can  be  his  motive  for  trying  to  bluff  us  so?” 

“Now,  Harry,  I  am  going  to  surprise  you,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “It  is  no  bluff'.  The  fellow  told  the  truth,  at  least 
in  part — I  mean  so  far  as  the  loss  of  the  gems  is  con¬ 
cerned.” 

“Do  you  really  believe  that?”  . 

“I  do.” 

“But  how  could  such  a  thing  have  happened?” 

“Now  you  have  got  me.” 

“And  why  did  he  come  here?” 

“As  I  figure  it  out  he  reasoned  this  way.  ‘T’ve  lost  all 
I  struck  for.  I’m  liable  to  be  run  down  by  the  Bradys  at 
any  moment.  I’ll  buy  them  off  if  possible.  ’Phey  may  get 
back  the  stuff.  Half  a  loaf  is  better  than  no  bread,’  Be¬ 
sides  that,  he  is  ijrobably  8tra))p(‘d,  owes  a  big  bill  at  the 
Fiftli  Avenue,  where  lie  has  been  ehuckinir  a  bluff’  bv  nositor 
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as  a  ncli  Knglishiiian,  and  liasii't  dough  enough  to  pay 
his  way  west  or  wlierever  he  wants  to  go.’’ 

“Ingenious  reasoning,  but  still  he  had  a  nerve  to  eorne 
here.  lie  knew  that  you  recognized  him.” 

“lie  did  not  know  it,  but  lie  suspected  it.  He  is  taking 
big  chances.  He  is  altogether  an  unusual  man.” 

“I  should  say  he  was!  What  do  you  propose  to  do?” 

“Think  first!  Call  up  the  Fifth  Avenue,  ask  if  a  Mr. 
Charles  Pulsford  of  London  is  stopping  there.” 

Harry  did  so. 

The  reply  over  the  telephone  was  in  the  affirmative'. 

Mr.  Charles  Pulsford  of  London  was  stopping  at  the  ho¬ 
tel,  but  was  not  then  in  the  house. 

“Confirmation  No,  1,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Ask  if 
Mr.  Pulsford  has  been  sick  for  the  last  two  days.  You  need¬ 
n’t  be  afraid  to  tell  them  who  )W  are.”- 

“Yes,”  said  Harry,  after  the  call.  “He  has  been  confined 
to  his  room  since  Tuesday  afternoon.” 

“That’s  enough,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Ring  off.” 

“I  wonder  you  didn’t  arrest  him,”  remarked  Harry,  very 
decidedly.  “It’s  what  I  should  have  done.” 

“And  headed  off  our  chances  of  solving  what  at  first 
seemed  a  simple  case  of  robbery,  but  now  has  turned  out  to 
be  a  mystery.” 

“I  see  you  believe  his  story.  Governor;  but  hang  me  if  I 
can.” 

“All  right.  Time  will  tell.  Chase  down  to  the  steam¬ 
ship  office  and  see  if  there  was  a  passenger  on  the  Umbria 
by  the  name  of  Pulsford.  I’ll  meet  you  here  later  on,” 

Soon  after  Harry  left  Old  King  Brady  went  to  John 
street. 

He  found  Mr.  Yatman  there,  and  in  spite  of  the  early 
hour  considerably  under  the  influence  of  liquor. 

“Have  you  done  anything?  Have  you  gained  any  clew?” 
the  jeweler  asked  excitedly.  “I  am  having  all  kinds  of 
trouble  here.” 

“I  have  gained  a  clew,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  guard¬ 
edly.  “What  it  will  amount  to  I  don’t  know  yet,  b\it  I 
know  that  my  theory  was  correct,  and  the  thief,  instead  of 
being  a  woman  was  the  notorious  Diamond  Dan  in  female 
disguise.” 

“How  can  you  know  that?  Mere  theory.  What  1  want 
is  to  get  my  goods  back.” 

“Be  patient,  my  dear  sir.” 

“Patient!  I  am  almost  crazy.  I  have  a  note  for  two  thou¬ 
sand  dollars  due  next  week.  If  it  goes  to  ])rotest  I  am 
ruined  forever.  A"ou  are  too  slow!  T  have  waited  now  two 
days  and  nothing  doing.  I  l)egin  to  think  that  I  made  a 
mistake  in  the  first  place  in  not  culling  in  the  police.” 

A  less  kind-lmarted  man  than  Old  King  Brady  would 
have  been  enough  offended  to  throw  up  the  case. 

But  the  old  detective  knows  when  to  make  allowance. 

“What  is  the  amount  ef  your  note?”  he  quietly  asked. 

“Thirty-three  hundnd.” 

how  mu!  li  h  ive  you  toward  meeting  it?” 

“Only  twelve  hundred.  I  haven’t  anotlu-r  rent  in  the 
world,  “ 


“Perhaps  you  have  a  pen,  however?” 

“What  do  you  mean?  Are  you  making  j^me  of  me? 
I - ”  f 

“Excuse  me.  I  am  in  earnest.  me  at  your  de.^k  a 
minute.  I  wuint  to  write.” 

Without  waiting  for  Mr.  Yatman’s  reply  the  deteedive 
walked  behind  the  counter,  sat  down  at  the  gem  dealer’s 
desk  and  began  to  fill  out  a  check  in  his  pocket  check¬ 
book. 

“Accept  that  as  a  loan  from  me,  Mr.  Yatman,”  he  said, 
kindly.  “It  will  take  care  of  your  note,  and  leave  your 
twelve  hundred  intact.” 

“Mr.  Brady!  Why,  this  check  is  for  the  full  amount  of 
the  note.” 

“It  is  for  thirty-three  hundred  dollars.  I  think  that  is 
what  you  said  was  the  amount  of  the  note.” 

Tears  came  into  the  gem  dealer’s  eyes. 

“This  is  too  much!  And  after  what  I  just  said  to  you!  ’ 
he  exclaimed.  “I  cannot  accept  it — no.” 

“You  can  accept  it,  and  you  must — yes!” 

“But  let  me  apologize.” 

“No  apology  is  necessary.  You  are  nervous,  and  trou¬ 
bled,  and  no  wonder.  Now  let  me  assure  you  that  I  have 
struck  a  genuine  clew  in  your  case.  In  fact,  I  believe  that 
I  could  put  my  hand  on  the  thief  at  any  moment.” 

“Then  why  not  arrest  him?”  ' 

“Simply  because  he  has  not  got  the  stolen  gems,  and  by 
allowing  him  to  go  free  I  hope  to  find  out  who  has.” 

“Mr.  Brady,  how  can  I  ever  thank  you?” 

“Don’t  try.” 

“I  will  give  you  my  note  for  this?” 

“Perhaps  it  will  be  better  as  a  matter  of  form.” 

Mr.  A'atman  sat  down  at  the  desk  and  drew  up  a  note 
payable  on  demand  for  the  amount  of  the  detective’s  loan. 

“Has  the  robbery  leaked  out?”  asked  the  detective. 

“]  cannot  tell  you.  I  think  the  trade  suspects  there  is 
something  wrong,  but  so  far  I  have  been  able 
(lers  by  buying  of  others.” 

“One  question  more,  and  then  I  am  off.  Flare  you  the 
least  reason  to  suspect  your  clerk  of  being  in  any  wav  con¬ 
nected  with  this  robberv?” 

“Henry!  Heavens,  no!  No  reason  in  the  world.  He  is  as 
honest  as  the  sun.” 

“You  say  so,  but  do  you  know  so?” 

“He  has  been  with  me  three  years  I  never  had  the  least 
reason  to  suspect  him.” 

“Where  is  he  now?” 

“Just  stepped  out  to  buy  a  few  pearls  for  which  I  have 
an  order.” 

“Wliat  is  his  full  name,  bv  tlie  wav?” 

“Henry  Hiiglu’s.” 

“Where  does  he  live?” 

“Somewhere  in  Williamsburg.  I  b»  lieve.  T  n'allv  don’t 
know  his  adress." 

“Who  are  Ins  people?  Ha^  he  paixuits  living!'” 

“Mr.  Brady.  I  nc\»'r  a'^ked  him  anvthiin:  .'ibout  his  f-un- 
ilv  affairs.” 
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“N  ‘V,  Mr.  Y'ltinan,  I  put  it  to  you  as  a  man  of  sense. 
H  'W  .an  voii  so  cmtidentlv  state  that  this  voun"  man  is 

*  *  *>  o 

hv  r  •.'^t  whon  by  your  own  admission  you  know  nothing  at 
all  alxnit  him  beyond  the  bare  fact  that  he  has  not  stolen 
ar.vthin'T  from  von  during  the  time  he  has  been  in  vour 

M  TVUC." 

“Rut  he  has  had  every  opportunity.” 

“It  is  not  necessary  to  sav  anv  more  about  it  for  the  pres- 
ent.  I  merelv  remark  to  von  that  you  run  a  great  risk  in  re- 
maining  alone  Avith  anyone  in  a  place  like  this.” 

“Not  now,  Mr.  Brady,”  said  the  gem  dealer,  with  a 
sickly  smile.  “At  the  present  time  1  am  perfectly  safe,  for 
there  is  nothing  to  steal.” 

“All  right.  I  must  be  off.  I  haA’e  no  possible  reason  to 
suspect  this  young  man.  I  am  merely  talking  on  general 
principles,  you  will  understand.” 

The  office  door  stood  open,  as  the  day  was  warm,  and  as 
Gld  King  Brady  turned  to  depart  Avho  should  enter  but 
the  subject  of  their  conversation.  Young  Henry  Hughes, 

He  shot  a  peculiar  look  at  the  detective,  who  eyed  him 
sharply. 

For  the  instant  Old  King  Brady  halted  as  if  he  was  about 
to  speak. 

Young  Hughes  halted,  too,  and  his  face  turned  deathly 
pale. 

No  one  could  mistake  his  agitation.  It  was  perfectly  evi¬ 
dent  that  he  thought  Old  King  Brady  was  going  to  speak 
to  him. 

But  that  was  where  he  was  fooled,  for  the  detective  passed 
on  out  the  door,  and  hurried  downstairs. 

“My  young  friend,”  he  said  to  himself,  “your  case  will 
certainly  bear  looking  into,  although  Mr.  Yatman  thinks 
it  is  not  necessary.  I  can’t  believe  you  are  the  thief.” 

Old  King  Brady  returned  to  his  office  to  find  Harry  there 
before  him- 

“W(^.  what’s  the  word?”  he  asked. 

“Pulsford  was  a  passenger  on  the  Umbria,  all  right,  and 
a  Mrs.  Pulsford  was  booked  with  him.” 

“Ha!  There’s  a  pair  of  them,  eh.  That  complicates  the 
ca.-e.” 

“In  what  way?” 

“If  Diamond  Dan  had  a  wife  with  him  she  may  have 
known  of  his  plans  and  swiped  the  bag.” 

“It  certainly  sounds  like  a  woman’s  job.  Governor.” 

“It  does  so;  but  then  you  must  remember  that  the  story 
we  wf-re  told  was  surely  manufactured  to  suit  the  occasion. 
Wide  I  firmly  believe  the  bag  into  which  he  had  stowed 
away  Mr.  Yatman’s  stock  was  stolen  from  the  man,  yet  it 
t*e  believed  that  the  robbery  took  place  as  he  stated 

i».” 


Harry  took  the  book  from  tlie  rack  and  laid  it  on  the  de¬ 
tective’s  desk. 

Old  King  Brady  turned  over  tlie  pages  and  wrote  a  name 
on  a  slip  of  paper  which  he  handed  to  his  partner. 

“Henry  Hughes,  No,  —  Taylor  street,”  read  Harry. 
“What  about  him?” 

“He  is  Mr.  Yatmaii’s  clerk.  I  want  you  to  look  him  up 
on  a  few  points  during  the  day  and  to  shadow  him  from  the 
time  he  leaves  the  John  street  office  until  you  think  he  has 
finally  turned  in  for  the  night.” 

“Do  you  suspect  him  now?” 

“1  suspect  him  of  knowing  more  about  the  matter  than 
he  has  told — yes.” 

“Explain.” 

Old  King  Brady  told  of  his  conversation  with  the  John 
street  jeweler,  about  young  Hughes,  and  what  followed  it. 

“All  right,”  said  Harry.  “Shall  I  disguise  and  try  to  get 
ne.xt  to  him?” 

“I  think  you  had  better.” 

“It  shall  be  done,” 

“Now  for  the  points  I  am  to  look  up.” 

“They  are  two.  I  want  you  to  see  Tiflaffy’s  people,  and 
find  out  if  he  actually  came  there  that  day.” 

“Correct.” 

“Next,  I  want  you  to  go  over  to  Williamsburg  and  make 
careful  inquiry  about  the  family  of  this  young  man,  and 
to  get  hold  of  any  other  information  which  may  be  floating 
around  about  him.” 

“0.  K,  It  shall  be  done.” 

“That’s  all,  I  think.” 

“Then  I  don’t  go  with  you  to  the  Diamond  Dan  evening 
performance  at  the  Fifth  Avenue?” 

“No;  for  the  reason  that  he  will  never  talk  freely  in  the 
presence  of  a  witness,  and  I  have  got  to  make  him  talk 
freely  before  I  can  do  business.” 

“All  right.  Well,  there’s  one  comfort.  He  won’t  dare  to 
try  any  tricks  at  the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel.” 

Harry  made  short  work  of  his  inquiries. 

At  Tiffany’s  he  was  assured  that.  Mr.  Yatman’s  young 
man  had  been  there  with  the  forged  order. 

Over  in  Williamsburg  Harry  was  fortunate  enough  to 
strike  in  at  a  cigar  store  on  Division  avenue  near  the  corner 
of  Taylor  street,  the  proprietor  of  which  was  an  acquaint¬ 
ance  of  his. 

The  cigar  dealer  knew  young  Hnghes  ])ersonally. 

He  gave  him  an  excellent  character,  stating  that  he  lived 
with  his  father,  mother,  and  sister. 

He  further  stated  that  the  elder  Hnghes  owned  his  own 
house,  and  that  the  family  had  lived  in  the  neighborhood 


f  S  rf  .iinl'r  no*  ” 

^  f :  Ih'-"  Ji'’  niy  t'Ty.” 

■  I  f  T-ate  r  M  crri"  to  grow  more  mysterious  every  day.” 

,  -  ij  >ir<^  rf'Vt:  hut  on  the  other  hand  it  haq  assumed 
f  -l-'-p?'.  T*  ix  r.ijlly  qui’e  a  novelty  for  the  Bradys 
i  .  ”7  r  d  I  'te  tl'isd  to  look  np  the  :wag.  Hand  me i 
V-  r,  pleacc.” _ 1 


for  years. 

This  did  not  make  it  look  as  if  Henry  Hughes  could  i'C 
mixed  up  in  the  .b)hn  street  mystery  beyond  the  facts  al¬ 
ready  known  to  the  detectives. 

Nevertheless.  Harry,  (lisguisod  with  a  red  wig  and  Home 
facial  changes,  was  on  hand  in  John  street  at  elosing  time. 

He  took  hi '  station  in  a  doorway  opposite  t(i  the  jeweler’s, 
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and  looking  across;  the  street,  could  see  Mr.  Yatman  mov¬ 
ing  about  beliind  the  windows. 

Henry  Hughes  was  not  in  evidence,  and  at  first, oimg 
King  Brady  began  to  fear  that  he  had  gone  home  early, 
therefore  he  was  greatly  relieved  when  he  suddenly  spied 
him  hurrying  along  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way. 

He  entered  at  Mr.  Yatman’s  doorway  and  hurried  up¬ 
stairs. 

A  few  minutes  later  Mr.  Yatman  passed  out  and  walked 
toward  Broadway. 

Henry  Hughes  could  now  be  seen  moving  about  behind 
the  window,  and  a  little  later  he  shut  them  down  and 
presently  came  out  on  the  street. 

One  glance  at  his  face  was  enough  to  tell  Harry  that  in 
spite  of  the  good  report  he  had  of  the  young  man  Henry 
Hughes  had  something  hanging  very  heavy  on  his  mind. 

At  first  he  turned  toward  Broadway,  then,  suddenly 
wheeling  around,  he  went  in  the  opposite  direction. 

With  Young  King  Brady  at  his  heels,  he  walked  rapid¬ 
ly  toward  the  Roosevelt  street  ferry. 

“He’s  going  home,  all  right,”  thought  Harry,  v^hen  all 
at  once  the  fellow  stopped  short,  and  stood  for  as  much 
as  fifteen  minutes  at  the  curb,  letting  the  evening  crowd  for 
the  ferry  go  surging  past  him. 

“Worried  to  death,”  thought  Young  King  Brady.  “He 
doesn’t  know  his  own  mind.” 

But  Henry  appeared  to  make  up  his  mind  a  few  minutes 
later. 

Turning  the  corner  of  South  and  Dover  streets,  he  walked 
up  to  Front  street  and  jumped  on  a  south  bound  belt  line 

car. 

This  was  not  the  way  to  Williamsburg. 

“What  now?”  thought  Young  King  Brady,  as  he  sprang 
upon  the  open  car  and  slid  into  a  seat.  “It  begins  to  look 
as  if  this  fellow  was  going  to  give  me  something  of  a  chase 
after  all.” 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  SHADOWING  OF  HENRY. 

The  first  interesting  discovery  which  Harr\'  made  about 
^  the  good  Williamsburg  boy  was  that,  in  spite  of  the  splen¬ 
did  send-off  given  him  by  the  cigar  dealer,  he  drank. 

Harry  saw  him  get  away  with  a  cock-tail  at  the  bar  of 
the  Eastern  Hotel  at  the  South  ferry. 

The  next  naughty  thing  Henry  did  was  to  purchase  the 
yellowest  of  the  yellow  evening  journals,  and  intently  peruse 
the  pugiP^^ic  page  while  he  ate  his  supper  in  a  little  beanery 
on  Sou’h  dreet,  around  the  corner  from  Whitehall. 

“^Ipnrty  l)oy!”  thought  Harry.  “Well,  it  takes  money 
fo  D-  a  sport  in  New  York,  1  wonder  how  much  Henry 

gf  ? .  ft  w  ek?” 

It  M-ri  1  ''g»in  t  be  ^  vidr-nt  tb^t  Ht  nry  was  out  for  a  little 
t  '  \  f  '  =  onn  n'  r.j.ppr  '  n?  r  h*=  took  the  Bay  Ridge 
*  V  '  I  n  r  ne  tie!  ♦  t  onev  IsDnd. 


“Good  boy,”  thought  Harry.  “He  means  to  go  home  and 
get  to  bed  after  he  is  through.  I’m  learning  a  lot.  Won¬ 
der  jf  I  had  better  try  to  get  next  to  him  on  the  boat?” 

He  determined  to  cultivate  Henry’s  acquaintance,  but 
he  didn’t,  for  on  the  boat  the  jewelry  clerk  met  a  friend, 
and  so  there  was  no  chance. 

The  friend  was  unmistakably  a  sport. 

The  pair  took  a  seat  at  the  stern  on  the  upper  deck,  and 
smoked  all  the  way  to  Bay  Ridge. 

Young  King  Brady  placed  himself  near  to  them,  and  was 
able  to  catch  a  good  deal  of  their  conversation. 

It  was  all  horse  racing  and  prize  fight. 

Here  another  discovery  about  the  virtuous  Henry  was 
made. 

He  played  at  the  poolroom,  according  to  his  own  admis¬ 
sion. 

Clearly  Henry  was  a  very  sporty  boy. 

But - ! 

Young  King  Brady  had  made  a  careful  study  of  Henry’s 
kind. 

He  knew  that  there  are  real  sports  and  pretended  sports. 

Boys  who  are  actually  fast,  and  boys  who  pretend  to  be 
fast  and  love  to  boast  to  their  friends  and  companione  how 
very  fast  they  are. 

Which  was  Henry? 

This  was  just  what  Harry  found  himself  unable  to  de¬ 
cide. 

Arrived  at  Coney  Island,  Henry  promptly  cut  loose  from 
his  companion  and  went  his  own  way. 

The  events  which  we  are  describing  happened  two  or 
three  years  ago,  before  the  notorious  resorts  at  West  Brigh¬ 
ton  were  destroyed  by  fire,  and  it  was  toward  that  section 
of  the  island  that  Henry  bent  his  steps. 

He  stopped  at  a  cheap  variety  show  called  the  Queen, 
and  held  a  few  minutes’  conversation  with  the  man  in  the 
ticket  office. 

Then  he  turned  away  and  walked  straight  to  VandeveerV 
bathing  pavilion,  hired  a  suit,  and  was  soon  tumbling 
about  in  the  surf. 

It  was  a  warm  evening,  and  there  were  many  people  in  the 
water,  so  many,  in  fact,  that  Harry  found  it  impossible  to 
follow  the  movements  of  his  man. 

He  soon  got  him  confused  with  others,  and  gave  it  up. 

“Unless  I  look  sharp  I  shall  lose  him,”  he  thought,  so 
he  immediately  returned  to  the  bathing  pavilion  and  walked 
up  to  the  detective  in  charge,  whom  he  knew. 

“Hello,  ]\Iike  Hanley,”  he  said,  holding  out  his  hand. 
“How  are  you  to-night?” 

“Fine;  but  I  don’t  know  you?”  was  the  somewhat  surly 
reply. 

“Yes,  you  do;  look  again.” 

“No,  I  don't  know  you.” 

Harry  fln.«hed  his  shield. 

“So?  Paid  Mike.  “All  the  same  you  will  h'!Te  to  te'l 
me  ^sav,  I  know  you  now.  TTarrv!  By  ‘br.Tid  r.  b«t  vou 
well  nv’do  up  ” 
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“Thank  you!  It's  a  compliment  not  to  be  recognized  by 
one  as  sharp  as  you  are,  Mike.” 

“1  wouldn't  have  known  you  if  you  hadn't  stuck  to  me. 
How  are  tilings?” 

“Well,  we  are  busy  on  a  big  case.’’ 

“What  kind?” 

“Diamond  robbery.” 

“I  wish  I  could  get  into  your  line.  It’s  blame  slow  sitting 
here  all  night  watching  for  crooks.  I — now  you  get  on 
out  of  this!  Turn  back!  You  can’t  bath  here!” 

Mike  suddenly  stepped  in  front  of  a  well-dressed  young 
man  who  was  rapidly  approaching  the  ticket  office. 

The  young  man  made  no  answer.  He  just  glared  at  the 
detective  and  hurried  away. 

“Who  is  he?”  asked  Harry.  “I  don’t  remember  ever  see¬ 
ing  him  before.” 

“You  probably  never  did.  He’s  Larry  Cohen,  a  Boston 
guy.  He  was  pointed  out  to  me  last  week.” 

“Pickpocket?”.  . 

“Yes.  He’s  a  dope  fiend  himself  and  will  dope  others. 
Picks  up  fellers  in  the  water  and  dopes  ’em  while  they  are 
dressing.” 

“I  must  remember  Larry.” 

“You  won’t  have  any  trouble.  He  has  lost  the  last  joint 
of  his  left  little  finger.  It  was  bit  off  in  a  fight.  Who  are 
you  laying  for,  Harry?” 

“My  man  is  in  the  water.  I’m  laying  for  him  to  come 
out.” 

“Y'ou  can’t  foller  them  in  the  water;  it’s  the  only  way. 
IMebbe  I  know  him.  What’s  he  like?” 

“He  got  key  107.  His  bathing  suit  was  trimmed  with 
red.” 

“Say,  you  hit  me  hard.  That’s  Hen  Hughes:*  works  for 
a  diamond  dealer  on  John  street.” 

“Now,  how  did  you  know  that?”  said  Harry,  greatly 
pleased. 

Taughed. 

“Oh,  that’s  dead  easy,”  he  replied.  “You  see,  it’s  dis 
way.  That  there  red-trimmed  suit  is  the  last  of  a  lot  we 
had  two  years  ago,  so  I  knowed  it  as  soon  as  I  seen  it  onto 
him.” 

“That  explains;  but  what  about  the  wearer?” 

“It’s  dis  way.  He’s  one  of  them  fellers  what  likes  to 
hang  around  and  talk.  He  likes  to  make  out  he’s  tough, 
but  he’s  only  a  baby — see?  He  often  comes  down*  here,  and 
one  night  when  it  rained  and  dere«was  only  a  few  on  de 
islafid  he  picked  up  ray  acquaintance  and  pumped  me  about 
crook.a.  He  wanted  me  to  show  him  a  real  pickpocket,  so 
I  pointed  out,  de  first  feller  what  come  along.  Den  de 
little  guy  gets  confidential  and  gives  me  a  cigar.  He  slops 
all  over,  and  tells  me  where  he  works  and  all  about  de  gal ! 
he's  chasing,  and  say,  he  told  me  about  all  he  knowed,  I 
gufcH,  which  hain’t  a  whole  lot.  So  he’s  your  man?  What’s 
be  done?  Robly^d  hi»  boss  of  diamonds?  I’ll  hold  him  up 
3»  ioori  af  he  comes  out  of  de  water  if  you  like.” 


Old  King  Brady  doesn’t  think  him  a  thief.  I  got  orders 
to  shadow  him — that’s  all.” 

“Well,  Old  King  Brady  knows.  He’s  the  slickest  article 
that  ever  walked  on  two  legs.  I  can  pump  Hughes  if  you 
like?” 

“Don’t.  You  can  introduce  me  if  you  like.  It  may  help 
me  out  some.” 

“Consider  it  done,  my  boy.” 

“Who  is  the  girl,  Mike?” 

“She  goes  by  the  name  of  Lulu  Love.  Sings  at  de 
Queen.” 

“Yes,  yes!  He  stopped  there  and  talked  with  the  ticket 
seller.” 

“Dat’s  to  find  out  when  Lulu  was  coming  on.” 

“So  I  suppose.  What  about  Lulu?”' 

“I  don’t  know  her.” 

“Know  anything  about  her?” 

“I  heard  say  that  she’s  fresh  from  a  London  music  hall. 
They  say  she’s  a  good  singer,  all  right.  That’s  all  I  know.” 

“He’s  coming,”  said  Harry,  looking  down  the  runway 
which  led  to  the  water. 

“Right.  What  name?” 

“Jack  Spencer.” 

“  Shall  I  tell  him  you  are  a  detective  ?” 

“Yes.  You  may.  Put  me  down  from  Boston.” 

“Right.  Say,  dat  little  guy  hain’t  got  nerve  enough  to 
lift  a  pin.” 

Thus  Young  King  Brady’s  opinion  of  Henry  was  con¬ 
firmed  by  outside,  testimony. 

“Hello!”  cried  Hanly,  as  Mr.  Y'atmaja’s  clerk  approach¬ 
ed. 

“Hello!  How  are  you  to-night?”  said  Henry,  his  face 
lighting  up. 

“Fine.  Howl’s  yourself?” 

“Oh,  I’m  all  right.” 

“How’s  the  water?” 

“Splendid.” 

“I  must  take  a  dip  myself  when  business  slacks  up.” 

“Seen  many  pickpockets  to-night?” 

“  You  bet.  The  woods  are  full  of  them.  There’s  a  pair 
now.”  , 

Mike  pointed  to  two  smiling  young  men  in  bathing  suits 
who  were  just  descending  the  runway. 

“You  don’t  say!  How  quick  you  spot  them.  I’d  like 
to  be  a  detective.” 

“Would  you  now?  Well,  it  hain’t  so  slow.  By  the  way, 
let  me  introduce  you  to  one.  My  friend.  Detective  Jack  ' 
Spencer,  of  Boston.  Jack,  this  is  Mr.  Hughes.” 

“Clad  to  make  your  acquaintance,  Mr.  Hughes,”  said 
Harry,  and  they  shook  hands. 

“I  saw  you  on  the  boat,”  remarked  Henry. 

“Yes,  and  1  think  I  saw  you.” 

“Are  you  working  on  a  case?” 

“Oh,  no.  I’m  just  taking  a  vacation.” 

And  so  the  conversation  went  for  a  few  minutes,  until 
Henry’s  teeth  began  to  chatter,  and  he  grew  blue  about 


“If  you  do  youTl  my  pie  all  right.  There  i  reason 
t//  that  J«  rmx/.'d  up  in  a  diamond  robbery,  but ^  the  lips. 
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'  “I’ll  get  my  clothes  on  T  guess,”  he  said.  “I’ll  see  you 
later.” 

But  Harry  pulled  out  before  he  came  from  his  room. 

His  business  was  shadowing,  and  not 'talking.  He  had 
only  consented  to  the  introduction  because  he  thought  it 
luigiit  be  of  use  to  him  later  on. 

Henry  went  straight  to  the  Queen. 

Harry  entered  the  dWe  soon  after,  and  took  his  seat  at  a 
distant  table  from  the  young  man. 

The  place  was  the  same  as  all  its  kind,  and  need  not 
be  particularly  described  except  to  say  that  there  was  a  lit¬ 
tle  .stage  in  the  rear,  and  tables  where  drinks  were  served  in 
front. 

The  show  was  a  wretched  affair,  and  the  music  a  “  fright.” 

The  fellow  who  presided  at  the  piano  might  as  well  have 
thumped  tlie  keys  with  a  hammer  for  all  the  harmony  he 
brought  out  of  them,  and  the  cornet  pla3^er  seemed  to  be 
utterly  oblivious  to  either  time  or  tune. 

The  only  really  good  singer  who  appeared  was  Lulu  Love, 
a  dainty  little  blonde,  down  on  the  bills  as  just  from  Lon¬ 
don. 

Later  Young  King  Brady  learned  that  she  had  been  per¬ 
forming  at  Coney  Island  all  summer. 

Henry’s  interest  in  the  blonde  was  manifest  by  the  vio¬ 
lence  of  his  applause. 

After  doing  her  turn  the  girl  came  down  and  sat  at  Hen¬ 
ry’s  table,  and  the  would-bc  tough  little  chappie  treated 
her  to  lemonade. 

All  this  Harry  carefully  noted  from  his  distant  lable,  and 
he  also  took  in  some  points  which  promised  to  be  of  import¬ 
ance. 

First,  the  conversation  between  the  pair  was  not  of  the 
usual  sort  seen  at  such  places. 

There  was  no  loud  talk  and  laughing. 

On  the  contrary,  Henry  seemed  to  grow’ more  and  more 
disturbed  as  they  continued  to  converse  in  low.  whispered 
tones. 

The  girl  seemed  to  be  in  deadly  earnest  about  something. 

Again  and  again  she  seemed  to  put  some  proi)osition  to 
Henry,  and  the  same  deathly  pallor  which  Old  King  Brady 
had  noted  came  over  the  boy’s  face  at  the  start  and  stayed 
there. 

Again  and  again  Harry  saw  him  shake  his  head  as  if  re¬ 
fusing,  to  accede  to  some  request  of  the  girl’s. 

At  last  she  left  him,  and  Henry  lit  a  cigarette  and  appear¬ 
ed  to  be  immensely  relieved. 

Harry  was  almost  of  a  mind  to  tackle  him  then,  but  as 
he  showed  no  signs  of  leaving  the  place  he  did  not. 

It  was  now  getting  on  toward  eleven  o’clock,  and  Miss 
Tiulu  Love  was  down  on  the  bills  for  another  song. 

I’re^-cntly  she  appeared  and  did  her  turn. 

Again  Henry  ap]»lauded  rapturouslv — there  were  two 
«ncnrf'*s. 

”\Vdl  ^he  ronie  <‘ut  agaiti  to  Ijim?”  Harrv  a.-A'ed  hini- 

If. 

I'*U  ri'  !  rti*  progranmio  had  changed.  i 


This  time  Henr)^  left  the  place  as  soon  as  the  girl  final- 
ly  backed  off  the  stage. 

He  went  outside  and  took  his  stand  on  the  board  walk  at 
a  little  distance  from  the  dive. 

“lla!  An  appointmenti”  thought  Young  King  Brady, 
“The  fun  is  just  beginning.  My  bold  buck  is  rapidly  ad¬ 
vancing  in  the  operation  of  turning  tough.” 

Harry  took  good  care  to  so  place  him.self  that  there  was 
no  danger  of  being  .seen. 

It  was  but  a  few  minutes  before  Miss  Lulu  Love  came  out 
dre.ssed  for  the  street,  and  joined  Henry. 

Immediately  the  same  earnest  conversation  began  again, 

Harry  followed  the  pair  away  over  to  the  Brighton  Ho¬ 
tel,  where  they  boarded  a  train  for  Brooklyn. 

Still  keeping  shady,  the  detective  continued  his  shadow¬ 
ing,  which  was  de.stined  to  have  a  most  unexpected  ending, 
as  will  soon  be  seen; 

Henry  and  Lulu  left  the  car  at  the  Flatbush  station. 

Here  they  boarded  a  Nostrand  Avenue  electric,  and  rode 
away  over  into  Williamsburg. 

This  car  was  abandoned  at  the  corner  of  Lee  Avenue  and 
a  certain  street,  the  name  of  which  Harry  did  not  get,  as 
he  could  see  no  sign  on  any  of  the  corners  which  he  passed 
while  still  continuing  to  shadow  his  man. 

At  last  they  struck  Broadway. 

Up  Broadway  Henry  and  the  girl  hurried,  until  they 
reached  Siegel  street. 

They  were  now  in  the  heart  of  the  German  quarter,  and 
vet  be  it  understood  they  were  but  a  short  distance  from 
the  home  of  the  virtuous  Henry, 

Surely  the  cigar  •dealer  would  have  changed  his  opinion 
of  the  young  man  if  he  had  been  with  Young  King  Brady 
and  seen  Henry  lead  his  girl  to  the  door  of  a  concert  .sa¬ 
loon. 

It  was  one  of  the  most  notorious  dives  in  “  Dutchtown,’’ 
as  this  ])art  of  Williarnshurg  is  invariably  calletl^— 

Henry  halted  at  the  door,  but  the  girl  walked  boTdl\'Si*» 

“Well,  well,  well!”  thought  Old  King  Brady,  watching 
at  the  corner.  “The  boy  is  not  quite  so  new  as  I  thought. 
This  is  getting  to  be  hot  stuff.” 

And  Harry  knew  what  he  was  talking  about. 

This  Siegel  street  dive  was  simply  a  nest  of  thieves  and 
crooks.  It  was  by  long  odds  the  toughest  joint  in  town. 


(TIAPTF.B  V. 

WORKING  IN  WITH  DIAMOND  DAN. 

Instead  of  having  struck  a  task  “dead  easy."  Young 
King  Brady  seemed  likely  to  find  himself  up  agauist  s<Ti- 
oiis  hu'ine.-ss  before  Ihe  night  was  finidied. 

In  ihe  meanwhile  Old  King  Bmdv  was  making  lu^advra) 
nLo.  but  in  an  entirely  different  line. 

.  Promptly  at  eight  o'clock  the  old  dotecti>-c  droppevi  mio 
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the  lifth  Av-.'nuo  hotol  arnl  sent  up  his  card  to  Mr.  Pul;?- 
ford. 

Tho  was  I’^piallv  prompt. 

Mr  Brady  he  pleased  to  come  up  to  Mr.  Puls- 
ford's  rooTu." 

-^Ir.  Brady  w’as  pleased,  and  in  a  moment  found  himself 
H'ated  opposite  to  Mr.  Pulsford,  who  greeted  the  old  de- 
tectr-t  most  cordially,  and  insisted  on  ringing  for  wine 
and  i  igars."^ 

Old  King  Brady  declined  the  refreshment. 

Although  hardly  probable  that  !Mr.  Pulsford  would  at¬ 
tempt  any  “doping  business”  at  the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel, 
the  detective  felt  that  it  was  best  to  be  on  the  safe  side. 

“No,  no,  Mr.  Pulsford.  I’m  here  for  business,”  he  said. 
“Let  us  come  down  to  it  right  away.” 

“Pm  ready,”  was  the  reply.  “Have  you  thought  over  my 
propositiion  ?” 

“I  have.” 

“And  your  answer?” 

“I  have  decided  to  go  in.” 

“Good.” 

“On  one  condition.” 

“Oh,  there  is  a  string  to  your  acceptance.” 

“There  is,  and  before  we  proceed  any  further  it  must 
be  pulled.” 

“Pull  it.  You’ll  find  me  game.” 

“I  cannot  doubt  it,  seeing  that  you  did  the  gamest  thing 
to-day  that  I  ever  knew  a  man  of  your  kind  to  do.” 

“My  kind!” 

“The  string  is  pulled.” 

“Old  ICing  Brady  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  pro¬ 
duced  *his  own  cigars,  and  pushing  one  across  the  table  to¬ 
ward  ^Ir.  Pulsford,  lighted  the  other  himself. 

“Don’t  let’s  mince  matters,”  he  said.  “Let’s  come  down 
to  tacks  right  away.  T  know  you.” 
you  do.” 

PiilsTord  pi^’ked  up  the  cigar  and  bit  olf  the  end. 

“At  lea.st  yon  evidently  think  you  do,”  he  added.  “But 
we  might  as  well  come  to  a  definite  understanding.  Who 
am  T,  now?” 

“You  are  Diamond  Dan,  Ihe  slickef=t  crook  in  London, 
wanted  as  an  escape  from  Portland  prison.” 

Pulsford  laughed  harshly. 

“It  w'as  no  use  trying  to  fool  you,  Mr.  Brady,’’  he  ex- 
clairu'^d,  “I  am  the  party  yon  name,  still  T  prefer  to  be  call¬ 
ed  Pnl-Mord  if  it  is  all  the  same  to  you.” 

“Ph  iKf'  yourself.” 

“Thi-  1.=*  no  .surprise  to  me.  I  knew'  that  you  knew  me 
ihi-  in'iming,  or  at  least  I  was  almost  certain  of  it.  When 
7  *0  vour  office  I  'vent  prepared  to  as.sume  any  risk.” 

“You  wcic  bold.  You  might  have  fooled  rne  but  for — ” 

“  1',  ii  f'>r  iny  unfortunate  voice.  It  is  a  dead  giveaway. 
WMl?” 

V  v/e  f  ind  on  even  ground,”  said  the  deteelive,  “so 
»e  u-av  av  y,e|l  our  arrangement-  at  once.  All  men 

j>f»  f.iid  have  pri<  e.  ^ind  vuii  cvidunlly  believe  that 

dete4'tr.»-  ar"  ri<i  exc/fUion  to  tlur  rule.” 


“Well,  I  guess  not,’’  chuckled  Diamond  Dan.  “I’ve 
known  a  lot  of  them  in  my  time,  hut  I  never  knew  one  who 
could  not  be  bought.  f)f  coui'.'ic  you  are  away  up  at  the 
top  of  the  ladder,  so  instead  of  wasting  time  heating  about 
the  bush  1  thought  I  might  as  well  hid  high.” 

“None  too  high.  When  1  sell  out  I  w'ant  to  make  some¬ 
thing  worth  while.  1  .suppose  you  know  1  have  been  re¬ 
tained  on  the  Yatmau  case?” 

“No,  I  didn’t.  I’m  a  stranger  in  this  town.  I  haven’t 
been  able  to  learn  wdio  was  handling  the  case.  1  expected 
to  see  it  reported  in  the  papers,  but  1  didn’t.  I  can’t  un¬ 
derstand  that.” 

“It  is  simple.  I  kept  it  out  for_^ purposes  of  my  ow'n.” 

“Of  course  you  suspected  that  I  did  the  Job  .at  the  “first 
go-off?” 

“How'  could  1  fail  to  do  so  when  your  methods  of  operat¬ 
ing  w'ere  precisely  the  same  as  those  you  employed  on  sev¬ 
eral  occasions  in  London,  notably  the  Barker  case.” 

“Well,  my  methods  work.” 

“They  seem  to,  but  now,  Dan,  let’s  cut  it  short.  Have 
you  given  it  to  me  straight?  Have  you  really  lost  the 
goods?” 

“As  true  as  I’m  sitting  here,  Brady.  I’m  all  at  sea  about 
the  matter.  It’s  the  most  mysterious  thing  I  ever  ran  up 
against.  By  this  time  I  expected  to  be  on  my  w'ay  to  Mex¬ 
ico.  It’s  a  big  disappointment  1  can  tell  you.” 

“Tell  me  all.  Of  course,  the  yarn  you  gave  us  in  the 
otfice  w'as  only  half  the  truth.” 

“Well,  you  see,  your  partner  was  there,  and  I  didn’t 
know  how  to  take  him.” 

“He  is  all  right.  With  him  whatever  I  say  goes.” 

“I  suppose  so.  They  say  3^11  are  as  rich  as  mud,  and 
that’s  what  gave  me  the  courage  to  tackle  you.  Of  course, 
money  don’t  come  for  whistling.  To  get  rich  in  the  detec¬ 
tive  business  one  must  have  to  sell  out  once  in  a  while.” 

“So  you  say,  and  so  you  are  at  liberty  to  think;  but  the 
business.” 

“Well,  you  know  how  the  job  was  done?” 

“Certainly.” 

“I  always  work  alone.” 

“Does  your  wife  never  help  you?  1  understand  she  is 
here  with  you.” 

“She  is  out  this  evening.  No,  she  never  helps  me.  My 
strong  point  is  female  disguise.  I  tried  it  on  this  man 
Yatman.  I  got  rid  of  his  only  assistant,  and  1  doped  him. 

I  cleaned  out  safes  and  packed  away  the  swag  in  a  Glad¬ 
stone  hag  just  as  I  said.” 

“Now  wc  come  to  the  point.  The  hag  vanished.  How?” 

* 

“That’s  just  what  I  don’t  know.  You  s('e,  1  had  the  bag 
all  packed,  and  I  was  just  leaving  when  I  Iieard  llie  old 
man  let  out  a  groan.” 

“And  you  put  down  the  hag  and  went  l)ack  to  give  him  ,\ 
second  dose?” 

“You’ve  hit  it.” 

“When  you  lurned  to  look  for  tlie  hng  it  had  disappear¬ 
ed?” 


13 


THE  1311 A  DYS  AND  DIAMO*ND  DAN. 


“Y"ou  are  telling  the  stop}',  Brady,  and  you  are  telling  it 
straight.” 

‘AVhere  did  you  place  the  bag?” 

“Close  to  the  door.” 

“"Which  was  shut?” 

“Y'es,  but  not  locked.” 

“  Didn’t  you  lock  it  while  you  were  overhauling  the  draw¬ 
ers  in  the  safe?” 

“Sure  I  did;  but  I  had  unlocked  it  when  I  heard  the 
groan,  and  fool  that  I  was  I  did  not  stop  to  lock  it  again. 
My  back  wasn’t  turned  two  minutes.” 

“When  you  looked  around  the  bag  was  gone.” 

“That’s  the  story.” 

“What  did  you  do?” 

,  “What  did  I  do?  Why,  I  sailed  out  of  that  office  so  lively 
that  it  would  have  made  your  head  swim.  No  use,  worse 
luck.” 

“There  was  nobody  in  the  hall?” 

“Not  a  soul.  I  didn’t  know  whether  to  run  upstairs  or 
down,  so  I  ran  down.  There  was  no  sign  of  the  bag  on  the 
street.  Well,  there  was  an  end  to  it  all.  I  was  dressed  in 
woman’s  clothes,  so  I  couldn’t  go  chasing  the  bag  about  the 
building.  Y'atman’s  clerk  was  about  due,  customers  might 
come;  there  was  nothing  for- it  but  to  slope  and  that’s  what 
I  did,  and  I  have  been  lying  low  ever  since,  expecting  to 
hear  the  whole  town  ring. with  the  robbery,  but  nary  a  ring. 
If  it  had  been  London  the  papers  would  have  been  full  of 
it.  Y"ou  are  strange  people  over  here.” 

“This  is  a  strange  business,  very  strange,”  said  Old  King 
Brady,  meditatively..  " ' 

,  “How  did  the  old  man  take  it?” 

“Hard.  He  is  ruined.  He  has  no  money  to  pay  detec¬ 
tives;  after  you  left  I  went  around  to  him  and  staved  him 
off  for  a  few  days  longer,  by  making  him  believe  I  had  a 
clew.”  •  ‘  ^ 

“Then  the  robbery  has  not  yet  been  reported  to  the  po¬ 
lice?” 

“No,  and  it  won’t  be  until  I  give  the  word.” 

“Good  enough!  Now  have  you  any  theory?  I  under¬ 
stand  your  experience  has  been  immense.  I  have  heard  it 
said  that  once  you  give  your  mind  to  a  case  you  seldom 
fail.” 

“Some  say  that.  It  is  not  strictly  true.  I  have  been  very 
fortunate.”  ) 

“Or  very  skilful.” 

“As  you  will.  Y"ou  ask  for  a  theory.” 

“Yes.” 

“We  must  reason  one  out.  Either  the  job  was  done  by 
some  person  who  accidentally  overlooked  your  work  or  by 
some  person  who  knew  your  intention  and  followed  you 
up.” 

“That’s  surely  straight  goods.  Rut  I  don’t  see  how  I 
could  have  been  overlooked  unless  it  was  from  some  of  the 
windows  across  the  way.” 

“  Wliif  li  was  possible.  I  noticed  that  there  were  no  shades 
to  Yatman’a  windows.” 

“That’a  right.  I  had  to  do  the  job  in  the  open;  still  the 


safes  stand  w^ell  back.  I  can  hardlv  believe  that  I  was 
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seen.  I  didn’t  take  ten  minutes  all  told.” 

“A  lot  can  be  done  in  ten  minutes.  Someone  mav  have 
seen  you  and  suspecting  what  you  were  at  crossed  the  street 
reaching  Yatman’s  door  just  in  time  to  hear  you  unlock  it.” 

“That’s  true.” 

“True,  but  to  my  mind  quite  unlikely.  Now  for  the 
other  proposition.  Did  you  tell  anyone  of  your  intention  to 
do  this  job?” 

“Brady,  no!  Not  a  living  soul  did  I  take  into  my  confid¬ 
ence  except  my  wife.” 

“Hum!  Then  there  is  one  exception,  and  that  one  a  wo¬ 
man!” 

“It  .won’t  w'ash,  Brady.  It  actually  won’t.  Julie  is  as 
true  as  steel.” 

“I  don’t  know  Julie,  but  I  do  know  women.  All  the  same, 
I’m  not  .putting  it  up  to  her  by  any  means;  but  may  she 
not  have  told  someone  else?” 

“I’ll  blamed  soon  find  out  when  she  comes  in,  for  I  shall 
put  it  up  to  her.” 

“I  wish  she  was  here  now.” 

“And  so  do  I.” 

“You  are  beginning  to  doubt  her.” 

“I  am  beginning  to  see  the  force  of  your  reasoning.  I 
I  did  blab.  There  you  are.” 

“"Where  is  Mrs.  Dan,  may  I  ask?”  * 

“I’m  going  in  on  the  dead  open  with  you,  Brady.  We 
are  bluffling  it  here  at  this  house.  We  are  dead  broke.  My 
funds  expected  from  my  London  banker  for  some  mysterious 
reason  don’t  arrive,  so  Julie  has  been  obliged  to  fall  back 
on  her  profession.” 

“Ah!” 

“She  is  singing  in  a  music  hall  over  in  Brookl>*n.  That’s 
her  business,  and  she’s  a  good  one.  The  little  girl  went  right 
out  and  got  an  engagement  as  §oon  as  she  saw  how  the  cat 
jumped.  That’s  the  way  I  expect  to  be  able  to 
at  this  place  and  slip  out  without  attracting  attefiiitniTo  us/^ 
don’t  you  know.” 

Old  King  Brady  took  a  fresh  light  for  his  cigar. 

“Dan,”  he  said,  “is  your  wife  acquainted  in  New  Y^ork?” 

“Not  at  all.  She  was  never  here  before.” 

“Then  how  did  she  come  to  get  the  engagement  in  the 
music  hall,  as  you  call  it?” 

“Blest  if  I  know,  Brady.  Julie  is  slick.  She  always 
wins  in  whatever  she  undertakes.” 

“Are  you  sure  she  had  no  acquaintances  here?” 

“She  has  a  sister  somewhere  in  this  country.  I  don’t 
think  she  knows  just  what  States  she  is  in.” 

“Do  you  know  the  address  of  the  music  hall  at  which 
your  wife  is  stopping?” 

“It  is  somewhere  in  a  part  of  the  city  they  call  Willwms- 
burg.  I  think  Julie  said  it  was  on  Sickel  street.” 

“You  mean  Siegel  street.” 

“Very  likely.  You  know  of  such  a  place.” 

“There  are  se\eral  such  places  on  that  street.  You  ought 
to  have  heard  of  them.” 

“Oh.  indeeil!  .\nd  why  so.  please?” 
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"Because  one  of  them  is  a  great  holdout  for  crooks.'’ 

"Come  now,  Mr.  Brady,  you  evidently  don’t  know  me. 
I  never  associate  with  crooks.  I  keep  entirely  to  myself.  I 
hope  Julie  is  not  singing  in  the  place  3'ou  mean.” 

"Do  3-011  know  the  name  of  the  proprietor  of  the  place 
where  she  is  engaged?” 

"No,  I  don’t.  I  never  asked  her.  I  have  absolute  confid¬ 
ence  in  my  wife.  1  never  question  her  about  her  private 
affairs.  As  for  the  crooks  of  New  York,  I  have  not  the 
least  idea  where  they  live  or  who  they  are,  don’t  you  know. 
If  there  is  anything  on  earth  I  despise  it  is  your  profes¬ 
sional  crook.” 

"Well,  3-ou’re  a  strange  production,  Dan,”  said  the  old 
detective.  "I  don’t  know-  that  I  ever  came  up  against  your 
like  before.” 

"Really  now!  Is  that  a  fact?  But  w^e  are  wandering  a 
long  w'ay  from  the  point.  Have  you  formed  a  theory  yet? 
Have  3-0U  anvthing  to  propose?” 

“Y"es,  I  have?” 

"Then  out  with  it,  man.  I  am  anxious  to  see  the  w-ork 
begin.” 

"What  I  propose  is  that  you  and  I  go  to  Siegel  street  and 
see  if  w-e  can  find  out  what  sort  of  acquaintances  Mrs.  Dean 
has  picked  up  in  the  music  hall.” 

Dan’s  face  grew  dark. 

"You  suspect  my  wife  of  having  betrayed  me?”  he  cried, 
bringing  his  fist  down  upon  the  table  with  a  bang. 

“Yes,  I  do,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  bluntly.  -  Don’t 
get  on  your  ear  now!  You  asked  for  my  opinion  and  you 
have  got  it.  If  I  am  wrong  accept  my  apology  in  advance. 
If  I  am  right  the  sooner  we  know  it  the  better,  I  should 
say.” 

Diamond  Dan  rubbed  his  hand  over  his  forehead  and  ap- 

•  .V  .  , 

peared  to  ponder.  • 

“Y"ou  are  right,”  he  said  after  a  minute.  "Come,  let  us 

Although  we  have  reported  this  conversation  betw'een 
Old  King  Brady  and  Diamond  Dan  at  some  length,  w-e  have 
not  told  all  that  passed. 

Actually  they  had  been  talking  for  two  hours,  and  when 
they  left  the  hotel  it  was  half-past  ten  o’clock. 

They  boarded  a  23d  street  car,  and  rode  east  toward  the 
ferries. 

Old  King  Brady  had  begun  his  w-^ork  with  Diamond 
Dan. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

TOUNO  king  BRADY  GETS  THE  AMETHYST  SEAL. 

Young  King  Brady  was  altogether  puzzled  to  understand 
the  movem^mts  of  Henry  Hughes. 

At  one  mom^mt  h^*  had  one  theory  and  the  next  he  enter¬ 
tained  another. 

One  thing  wa?-  pretty  certain.  Henry  had  something 
ror/rs  than  an  ordinary  love  affair  on  hand. 


For  fifteen  or  twenty  minutes  the  3^oung  man  paced  up 
and  dow-n  in  front  of  the  Siegel  street  dive. 

The  sports  and  crooks  going  in  and  out  of  the  place  stared 
curiously  at  him,  and  Young  King  Brady  began  to  think 
that  Henry  stood  fair  tOjhave  his  pocket  picked  or  other¬ 
wise  get  himself  into  trouble. 

As  time  passed  it  began  to  look  as  though  the  girl  had^ 
given  him  the  shake  altogether;  and  it  also  began  to  look' 
as  though  Henry  thought  so  too,  for  once  or  twice  he  made 
a  move  as  if  he  w-as  about  to  enter  the  dive,  but  each  time 
turned  away. 

"He’s  afraid  to  go  in,”  thought  Harry.  "Well,  he  has 
good  cause.  He  evidently  know^s  what  sort  of  a  shop  that 
is.  If  there  isn’t  something  doing  in  a  few  minutes  I’ll  go 
over  and  pick  him  up,  I  think.” 

Five  minutes  settled  it,  for  then  Lulu  Love  came  out  of 
the  place  and  joined  Henry  on  the  corner  of  Broadway. 

With  her  was  another  young  w-oman  who  looked  as  if 
she  might  also  be  a  soubrette,  and  a  man  apparently  about 
thirty  years  of  age,  whose  clothes  were  decidedly  English 
in  their  cut. 

Henry  was  introduced  to  both,  and  shook  hands. 

For  a  moment  they  stood  talking  on  the  corner,  then  the 
Englishman,  looking  around,  started  across  Broadway, 
steering  straight  in  Young  King  Brady’s  direction;,  followed 
by  the  rest.  ,  >  .  ..  .  • 

“Heavens!  they  are  coining  here,”  thought  Harry.  "Can'*" 
Henry  have  spotted  me?  I  hardly  think  it.  Most  likely 
they  are  just  going  to  take  a  car.”  '  '  ' 

Young  King  Brady  had  chosen  an  ideal  spot  for  his  hid¬ 
ing  place. 

On  his  side  of  Broadway  there  had  recently  been  a  fire, 
partially  destroying  a  frame  store. 

Instead  of  the  front  being  boarded  up  as  is  usual  in  such 
cases,  it  was  open,  and  Harry  had  taken  ftp  his  stand  inside 
the  ruined  store  where  he  was  partially  hidden  by  a  pile  of 
packing  cases  which  stood  near  the  door. 

He  now  drew  further  back  into  the  shadows  and  remained 
watching. 

Henry  and  his  friends  came  right  across  the  street,  and 
made  directly  for  the  store,  which  they  entered  and  took 
their  stand  just  inside  the  door. 

“Now,  then,  young  feller,”  said  the  Englishman,  “what 
is  the  word?  Lulu  put  this  up  to  you  two  days  ago.  You 
have  had  plenty  of  time  to  think  about  the  business.  Will 
you  go  in  for  it  or  not?” 

“It  may  get  me  into  trouble,”  mumbled  Henry. 

His  teeth  were  chattering.  Harry,  peering  from  behind 
the  boxes,  saw  that  his  face 'was  paler  than  ever.  He  was 
evidently  half  paralyzed  with  fear. 

“Never  mind,  Hen!  It  can’t,”  said  Lulu.  "What  wc 
want  is  money.  You  know  you  get  half.” 

“You  don’t  have  to  do  it,  you  know,”  said  the  other  wo¬ 
man,  who  looked  marvelously  like  Lulu.  “For  lhat  matter 
we  can  do  it  ourselve.‘i,  only  thing  is  you  are  acquainted  with 
New  York  and  we  aren’t.” 
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“Yt's,  that\'^  so,”  replied  Henry.  “Well,  1  think  I’ll  run 
the  ri.'k.  Let  me  see  the  tiling;.” 

The  man  felt  in  his  pocket  and  protluced  a  small  wad  of 
pap-r,  this  he  unwrap]ied  and  inside  was  tissue  paper. 
Removing  this  in  turn,  he  produeecl  an  ohject  which  as  near 
as  Harry  could  make  out  was  some  kind  of  a  gem  of  un¬ 
usual  size. 

“There  it  is,”  said  the  Englislinvin.  “That’s  the  article. 
Put  it  through  and  get  the  thousand  dollars  and  keep  half 
for  yourself.” 

“Never,  you  thief!”  cried  Henry,  suddenly  pulling  out 
a  hig  revolver.  “I — I  am  a  detective!  A^ou  are  all  under 
arrest!” 

Never  was  Young  King  Brady  more  astounded,  and  yet 
if  he  had  stopped  to  think  of  what  "Mike  Hanley  had  told 
him*  about  the  fellow  he  might  have  known. 

Henry  was  trying  to  play  detective. 

The  result  was  a  dismal  failure. 

Quick  as  thought  the  Englishman  knocked  the  revolver 
out  of  his  hand  and  while  the  women  screamed  and  ran  into 
the  street  he  drew  a  knife  and  struck  at  Henry,  who  fell 
back  on  the  floor  with  a  dismal  yell. 

And  all  this  happened  with  lightning  speed,  and  was 
over  before  A'oung  King  Brady  could  make  a  move. 

“Hold  there!’’  shouted  Harry,  darting  out  from  behind 
the  packing  cases. 

Quick  as  he  was,  the  Englishman  was  quicker. 

Harry  fired  but  missed. 

Down  Broadway  the  man  went  dashing. 

Harry  started  after  him. 

fl'he  women  were  a  block  ahead  and  running. 

•Suddenly  two  men  sprang  from  a  passing  car. 

“That’s  my  wife!  Julie!  Julie!”  Harry  heard  pne  shout 
as  he  started  back  after  the  women  on  the  run. 

And  the  other  was  Old  King  Brady! 

Harry  recognizefl  the  hat,  but  before  he  could  do  a  thing 
an  officer  darted  out  of  a  lager  beer  saloon  and  jumping  on 
him,  bore  ])Oor  Harry  to  Ihe  pavement. 

It  was  good  hick  for  the  Englishman,  who. bolted  around 
the  corner  and  disappeared. 

Harry  was  in  u  hole. 

But.  it  was  only  for  a  minute. 

The  policeman,  a  big,  burlt  fellow,  got  him  by  the  collar 
and  jerked  him  to  his  feet. 

“I)id  you  tire  that  sliot!’’  he  shouted.  “You  blamed 
snoozer.  I’ll  fix  you!” 

His  club  was  up  and  ready  to  strike  when  the  j)anting 
Setective  displayeil  his  shichL 

slow,  oflicer!  (Jo  slow,”  he  said.  “  \’ou  see  who 

i  am?” 

Tlie  policeman  Jet  go  his  hold. 

“A  de.fcftive — sure,  1  didn't  know.” 

“I  am  \oung  King  Brady!”  gasped  Harry,  all  out  of 
breath. 


“Non  ynn’r#  lying.  I  know  Young  King  Brady  by 
?iglit.  I  do.” 


'■  n't  y 111  pr 


tlijii  I  am  di^guihed!”  cried  Harry.  “There 


was  a  young  fellow  stabbed  back  here  in  the  burned  ^tor^. 

By  attacking  me  you  have  allowed  the  real  f mok  to  r-(a})o. 

“Didn’t  you  see  him  running?  Didn’t  you  .'ce  ()ld  King 
Bradv  running  after  the  women  on  the  block  below?” 

A  crowd  was  beginning  to  gather,  attracted  by  the  rhot 
and  the  confusion  which  foJloAyed. 

Meanwhile  the  two  women*,  as  well  a.-  (Jld  King  Brady 
and  his  companion,  had  disappeared. 

“Let  me  see  the  shield  again,”  said  the  policeman.  “  Yes, 
that’s  straight.  Beg  pardon,  but  1  didn’t  know.” 

Harry  luid  cooled  down  now. 

He  drew  the  officer  to  the  ruined  store,  and  those  which 
gathered  around  Henry  were  pushed  aside. 

Henry  was  sitting  on  the  floor  looking  udiite  and  scared. 

“Oh,  is  it  you,  Mr.  Spencer?”  he  gasped.  “Oh,  I'm  so 
glad  to  see  you!  I’ve  been  stabbed.” 

“I  was  afraid  you  were  getting  yourself  info  trouble,” 
said  Harrv.  “I  have  been  shadowing  von.  I  was  on  hand 
just  too  late.  Where  did  he  stick  you?” 

Henry  put  his  hand  low  down  on  his  left  side. 

“I  guess  I’m  dying,”  he  said.  “I  want  a  doctor.  Oh, 
please  help  me!  Officer,  you  won’t  arrest  me,  will  you? 
This  is  Detective  Spencer,  of  Boston.  He’s  my  friend.” 

“It’s  all  right.  Y'ou  shall  be  taken  to  a  doctor,”  said 
Harry.  “Just  keep  your  mouth  shut.” 

“Officer,”  he  added,  drawing  the  policeman  aside.  “This 
matter  concerns  an  important  case  of  Old  King  Brady’s. 

It  will  play  the  mischief  with  our  work  if  it  is  i^porteil. 
Help  me  if  you  can.” 

Then  something  passed  between  Harry hand  and  that 
of  the  policeman. 

“All  right,”  was  the  whispered  reply.  “Sure.  I  don't 
want  to  interfere  with  Old  King  Brady.” 

“And  you  were  off  your  post,  you  know,  but  there  will  ^ 
he  never  a  word  about  that  coming  from  me.” 

“I'll  do  anytliing  you  say,  Mr.  Brady.”  - — ^  ^ 

“We  want  to  get  him  inside  somewhere,  and  find  out  how"'*' 
how  badly  he  is  hurt.” 

“Sure  you  can  take  him  into  the  lager  beer  saloon.  I’m 
acquainted  there.” 

“0.  K.  And  how  about  a  cab?” 

“There’s  a  livery  stable  around  the  corner.  I'll  slip 
around  and  have  one  sent  to  you.  If  the  case  is  not  to  be 
reported  sure  I  don’t  want  to  leave  my  post,” 

“Right.  Hughes,  can  you  stand  on  your  feet?” 

‘H — I  don't  know,"  gasped  Henry.  “I’m  bleeding.” 

“Het  up!  Here,  I’ll  help  you.  Tliafs  all  right.  Now 
come  with  me.” 

“(let  away  wid  yous  all!”  cried  the  policeman.  “S\ire. 
il  s  nothing  at  all  except  the  young  feller  trowed  a  fit.  Now 
will  yous  get  away,  or  will  1  fan  yous  wid  me  club?” 

'bhe  crowd  scattered. 

Harry,  finding  that  Henry  could  walk  pcrfcctlv  well.  It'd 
him  to  the  lager  beer  saloon. 

On  the  way  he  again  looked  around  for  Did  King  Bradv, 
but  the  detective  was  nowhere  to  bp  seen, 

A  word  fixun  the  polueman  to  the  i>rv}prietor  Ihs  b<Sff 


TllK  BHADYS  AND  DIAMOND  DAN. 


15 


isilu'cn  was 
H».riry  v.  'ctl  t 

Here  Young  King  Brady  made  him  loosen  liis  clothes 
and  ht  examined  the  wound. 

It  was  but  a  slight  alTair. 

The  point  of  the  knife  had  penetrated  just  above  the  left 
hip  a  fraction  of  an  inch. 

“  Do  you  think  it's  mortal?”  gasped  Henty. 

“Nothing  of  the  sort,”  replied  Harry.  “Why,  it’s  only 
•  a  scratch;  but  if  he  had  struck  you  a  little  higher  up  it 
might  have  been  serious.  Shall  I  take  you  home?” 

“No,  no!  Don’t,  Mr.  Spencer.  My  mother  would  be 
scared  out  of  her  w’its.  Please  take  me  to  a  hotel  if  3^011 
think  I  don't  need  a  doctor.” 

“1  m  perfectl}’  sure  }'ou  don't  need  a  doctor,  and  I  would 
not  say  so  if  I  wasn’t.  I've  sent  for  a  cab.  What’s  the 
matter  with  you  going  home  with  me?” 

“Oh,  if  you  only  would  let  me?  I've  had  a  terrible 
shock.  1 — I — if  you  will  only  stand  by  me  till  morning^ 
Mr.  Spencer.” 

“I  will,”  said  Harry.  “Brace  up  now.  This  thing  will 
all  come  out  right.” 

“I  was  a  fool,”  said  Henry,  and  tlie  tears  began  to  come. 
Harry  turned  away  to  give  him  time  to  adjust  his  clothes 
and  have  his  little  cry. 

“What’s  it  all  about?”  demanded  the  saloonkeeper,  whom 
>  he  found  just  outside  the  door. 

“Oh,  it  was  just  a  fight  over  a  girl.” 

“One  of  dem  gals  from  de  concert  saloon  in  Siegel 
street?” 

“Yes.” 

“I  tought  so.  Dey  vas  a  pad  lot.  Dems  de  kind  vat 
makes  peer  trinking  unpopular  und  ruins  de  peeziness  al¬ 
ready.” 

“Go  for  'em  and  have  ’em  cleaned  out,”  replied  Harr}\ 
“But  here  is  the  cab,  and  we  must  be  off.” 

,  Henry  had  so  far  recovered  from  his  shock  that  he  was 
able  to  walk  to  the  cab  without  assistance. 

Harry  got  in  beside  him  and  ordered  the  driver  to  take 
them  tp  the  Grand  street  ferry. 

“Iv’e  are  going  to  New  York,”  he  added.  “When  3^ou  get 
on  the  other  side  you  want  to  drive  to  McDougal  street, 
Washington  Square.” 

Harry  then  got  into  the  cab,  slammed  the  door,  and  seat¬ 
ing  himself  alongside  of  Henry,  quietly  removed  his  wig 
and  put  it  in  his  pocket,  and  taking  out  his  pocket  hand¬ 
kerchief,  rubbed  certain  lines  off  his  face. 

Tb^  V  were  pa.'^sing  a  brilliant  electric  light  at  the  time, 
and  a-  Henry  stared  at  the  detective  his  teeth  began  to 

“H-iy,”  he  ga-ped.  “I’ve  seen  you  before.  Your  name 

I  '  ’t  .‘•'jr  D' CT.” 

” 

I  “‘do.  ej  ;ire  V- u;ig  King  Brady.” 
itri'  I  ai;:.” 

*  '  I  j  e.i’ve  ‘  n  <nadowing  me?” 

L  ■  r  j'j  i  1‘ Mr.  Vatmarj’H  office.” 


Henry  groaned. 

“1  suppose  I’m  under  arrest?”  he  gasped. 

“That  depends.  I  know  something  about  your  doings 
to-night,  and  I  expect  3'ou  to  tell  me  the  rest.  It’s  a  ))ity 
you  could  not  have  taken  me  into  your  confidence.  Things 
might  have  turned  out  very  different  if  you  had  done  that 
instead  of  trying  to  play  detective  and  meddling  with  a  busi¬ 
ness  which  you  don’t  understand.”  ^ 

“I  was  a  fool.” 

“Of  course  you  were.  Now'  out  with  it,  Hughes.  Of 
course,  it  w'as  the  engraved  amethyst  which  that  fellow' 
wanted  you  to  take  charge  of.”  ' . 

“It — it  w’as.  You  w'ere  listening  at  the  time?” 

“Behind  the  boxes,  yes.  Sorry  I  w'asn’t  quick  enough  to 
prevent  him  from  sticking  you,  but  T  jumped  as  quick,  as 
I  could.” 

“Well,”  said  Henry,  with  a  little  chuckle,  “perhaps  after 
all  I’m  not  quite  so  big  a  fool  as  you  take  me  for.  I  got 
there  just  the  same.” 

“Got  knocked  out.” 

“Got  the  amethyst  seal.  Here  it  is!” 

Then  Henr;^  felt  in  his  vest  pocket  and  pulled  out  a  big 
amethvst. 

Harry  seized  it  eagerl}',  and  producing  his  dark  lantern, 
proceeded  to  examine  it. 

One  side  had  been  polished  off,  and  a  seal  cut  in  the  gem. 

One  glance  was  sufficient.  ’  ' 

Here  was  certainly  a  great  discover3^  ,  . 

The  device  was  an  upright  hand  holding  h  Star. 


CHAPTER  YTI. 

OLD  KING  BRADY  STARTS  FOR  BOSTON. 

I 

Old  King  Brady,  acconyianied  by  Diamond  Dan,  was  on 
the  rear  platform  of  a  Broadw'^ay  surface  ear  wdien  the 
shooting  occurred  in  the  burned  building,  and  the  two 
3'oung  w'omen  started  on  the  run;  but  it  w'as  not  until  the 
girls  had  passed  well  dowm  the  block  that  the  car  came 
along. 

Thus  Old  King  Brady  knew  nothing  of  the  shooting 
when  suddenly  Diamond  Dan  shouted ; 

“That’s  my  wife!”  and  as  ho  sprang  from  the  car  all 
the  old  detective  could  do  was  to  follow  him. 

The  girls  looked  back  and  saw'  them  coming. 

Instantly  they  darted  across  Broadway  and  ran  nj)  a  side 
street. 

Old  King  Ih’ady  thought  then  that  he  was  going  to  have 
his  hands  full  with  the  crook,  but  it  was  not  so,  for  the  man 
instantly  checked  his  speed. 

“Get  me  out  of  this,  Brady,”  he  said  in  a  hollow  voice. 
“You  were  dead  right.  Julie  has  dumped  me.  I  sco 
through  the  whole  business  now.” 

“Wliy  not  follow?”  said  the  old  deleclive,  to  tost  him. 
“I  can  overhaul  them,  perhaps.” 


nough  to  secure  Harrv  every  attention,  and 
;i  little  room  in  the  rear. 
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‘‘No;  you  didn’t  see  what  I  saw.  It's  no  use.  Let’s  get 
out  of  this.  I  want,  a  chance  to  pull  myself  together.  Then 
we  will  plan  a  beautiful  and  sweet  revenge.” 

Feeling  that  he  was  strictly  in  the  hands  of  his  man,  the 
old  detective  offered  no  further  suggestion. 

As  they  were  close  to  a  station  on  the  elevated  road,  he  led 
Diamond  Dan  upstairs,  and  they  took  a  train. 

Of  cou^e,  Old  King  Brady  did  not  see  Harry. 

He  had  no  idea  at  the  time  that  his  partner  was  in  the 
deal. 

So,  without  understanding  the  situation  at  all,  he  waited 
for  some  explanation  from  Diamond  Dan. 

It  came  in  a  few  moments. 

“I  suppose  you  are  wondering  what  all  this  is  about?”  the 
crook  asked  at  length. 

‘“Naturally,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“I  will  tell  you,  for  you  have  a  right  to  know.  I  thought 
you  were  sharp,  but  you  -  were  not  sharp  enough  to  see 
my  wife’s  first  husband  run  around  the  corner  of  that  street^ 
behind  her,  old  man.” 

“I  saw  a  man  run  around  the  corner — ^yes.  But  what 
,  possible  means  have  I  of  knowing  that  ic  jvas  your  wife’s 
first  husband?” 

“That’s  who  he  was.  I’m  dumped.” 

“Was  he  supposed  to  be  dead?”  ^ 

“Yes.” 

“Who  told  you  so?”  . 

“Julie  herself.’- 

“Hum!  And  who  was  the  other  woman?  Did  you  get 
a  good  enough  look  at  her  to  see?” 

“I  did  when  she  passed  under  that  electric  light.  It  was 
my  wife’s  sister  Lulu.” 

“Just  so.” 

“I  could  tell  you  more  about  my  private  affairs,  Brady, 
but  I  don’t  care  to.” 

“You  don’t  have  to.  I  suppose  you  are  now  thoroughly 
satisfied  that  my  theory  was  correct,  and  that  your  wife  is 
at  the  bottom  of  this  deal  which  deprived  yoU  of  your  hard- 
earned  swag?” 

“There  isn’t  a  doubt  about  it.  That  fellow  was  Spike 
Taylor,  one  of  the  slickest  sneak  thieves  in  London.  If  he 
still  lives  then  1  need  no  help  to  explain  the  mystery  of 
those  John  street  jewels.  He  shadow^ed  me  and  he  got  ’em 
— that’s  all.  I’m  lucky  he  didn’t  put  a  knife  into  me  and 
leave  me  dead  on  Mr.  Yatman’s  office  floor.  There  isn’t 
the  least  doubt  that  he  intended  to  do  that  very  thing  rather 
than  to  miss  his  chance  to  bag  my  haul.”  i 

“It’s  the  queerest  piece  of  biisiness  I  ever  struck,  Dan; 
but  now  let  us  understand  one  another.  Do  you  want  me 
to  follow  this  up?” 

“More  than  ever!”  cried  Diamond  Dan.  fiercely.  “Why, 
man,  T  am  even  willing  to  turn  State’s  evidence  against 
that  fellow  and  confess  all  if  necessary  to  put  him  behind 
the  bars  for  twenty  years — yes,  even  if  I  have  to  go  my¬ 
self." 


“Do  as  you  will.” 

“And  your  wife?” 

“I  am  done  with  her  forever.  She’ll  never  come  back. 

She  saw  me  and  she  knows  that  I  saw  her.  Come,  old  man, 
what  do  you  advise?” 

“What  we  really  want  is. the  swag,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“Will  this  fellow  know  how  to  dispose  of  it?” 

“It  isn’t  easy  stuff  to  dispose  of.  It  never  could  be  done 
in  any  Eastern  city.” 

“That’s  right.  And  what  did  you  intend  to  do  with  it?’’ 

“  To  drop  one  diamond  in  the  nearest  hockshop,  and  move 
on  West,  dropping  a  stone  in  each  large  city  we  passed 
through.  Then  I  meant  to  sail  for  China  and  get  rid  of 
the  bulk  of  the  goods  in  Hong-Kong  or  Shanghai.’’ 

“  And  even  then  you  would  have  found  difficulty  in  doing 
it.  Well,  I  guess  Spike  Taylor  still  has  the  goods.  Now,  if 
we  nail  him  we  may  never  get  them.  He  should  be  carefully 
shadowed  until  the  right  moment  comes.” 

“That’s  just  what  I  think.  But  we  have  left  him  behind 
us.”- 

“If  he  lives  in  Brooklyn  my  plan  won’t  work.  I’m 
going  to  assume  that  he  doesn’t  and  lay  for  him  at  the  . 
Broadw^ay  ferries.  It  is  all  we  can  do  to-night.” 

“I  don’t  care  much  where  I  go  or  what  I  do.  Y'ou’ll 
never  trap  Spike  that  way.  As  for  me,  I  can’t  go  back  to 
the  hotel.” 

“Have  you  left  anything  of  value  behind  you?” 

“A  couple  of  trunks  filled  with  good  clothes.  Julie  will 
be  after  them,  perhaps,  for  one  contains  her  costumes.  I 
don’t  care.” 

“Brace  up!  Anyhow,  we  have  located  our  man.” 

The  remainder  of  the  conversation  between  Old  King 
Brady  and  Diamond  Dan  was  in  the  same  vein. 

At  last  they  reached  the  ferry  gates  at  the  foot  of  Broad-  ^ 
way.  ' 

At  this  time  there  w^ere  boats  running  from  the  foot  of 
Williamsburg’s  principal  thoroughfare  to  Roosevelt  ^trecf;-^ 
Grand,  and  23d  streets. 

The  entrance  to  the  Roosevelt  street  feriy’  was  by  itself 
on  the  left,  while  those  of  the  Grand  and  23d  street  ferries 
adjoined  each  other  at  the  foot  of  the  street.  Old  King 
Brady  explained  the  situation  to  Diamond  Dnn  and  placed 
him  to  watch  the  Roosevelt  street  entrance  while  he  himself  . 
took  charge  of  the  other  two. 

They  had  not  long  to  wait. 

Within  twenty  minutes  the  old  detective  saw  the  same  two 
women  leave  a  Broadway  surface  car. 

They  were  accompanied  by  a  man  of  English  appear¬ 
ance. 

Before  crossing  Kent  avenue  to  proceed  to  the  ferr}'  thev 
stood  on  the  corner  for  several  minutes,  and  looked  al>o\it 
in  all  directions. 

Gld  King  Brady  did  not  change  the  ]M>sition  he  had 
taken. 

He  could  not  see  Diamond  Dan.  and  he  felt  nun  h 


two 


It  (lUght  not  to  so  very  difficult  to  locate  him  if  he  has 
uoiicn  on  Ids  hands.” 


cerned  lest  the  man  sho\ild  make  Mune  wild  break. 
Nothing  of  the  sort  occurred. 
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I  he  Engli?hniiin  soon  got  a  move  on  and  led  the  way  to 
•he  ^3d  street  ferrv-house,  which  they  entered. 

As  there  was  no  boat  in.  Old  King  Brady  knew  that  they 
'  nd  plenty  of  time. 

He  turned  to  look  up  Diamond  Dan,  but  found  the  crook 
close  at  his  heels. 

“Did  you  see  them?"  whispered  Dan. 

“Sure." 

“They  are  striking  uptown  New  York.” 

“Evidently.” 

hat  is  to  be  done?  You  were  right.  They  came  here. 
I  didn’t  believe  they  would.”  , 

“I  propose  to  do  the  shadow  act.” 

“  But  if  they  see  me  I’m  a  goner.  It  will  be  fight  between 
me  and  Taylor,  and  one  of  us  will  have  to  die.” 

"lou  know  the  man,  then.  You  didn’t  say  so,  remem¬ 
ber.” 

“  Of  course  I  know  him,  and  he  knows  me  too  well  to  miss 
me  if  I  am  in  sight.  I  hid  when  he  got  off  the  car  that 
time.” 

‘‘You  are  pretty  good  at  disguising,  Dan.” 

“Slickest  thing  in  London;  unfortunately  I  haven’t  the 
materials  at  hand.” 

“But  I  have.” 

“You  don’t  say!  Your  pockets  don’t  seem  to  be  stuffed 
out.”  .  - 

“My  pockets  are  all  right.  Slip  into  the  saloon  on  the 
comer  with  me  and  I’ll  fix  you  off.” 

“Have  we  time?’’ 

“We  have  six  minutes,  and  it  is  enough.”  ' 

“All  right.  Come  along.  I’m  in  your  hands,  Brady. 
Remember  the  stake  is  a  large  one.  It’s  halves  between  us, 
old  man.” 

When  they  came  out  of  the  saloon  Diamond  Dan’s  whole 
appearance  was  altered  by  a  skillfully  adjusted  wig  and 

Counting  upon  the  fact  that  he  had  not  been  particularly 
observed,  Old  King  Brady  did  not  make  any  change  in  his 
own  dress. 

That  there  was  no  need  to  do  so  was  proved  immediately 
after  the  boat  started,  for  with  Diamond  Dan  he  walked 
through  the  ladies’  cabin,  passing  close  to  Spike  Taylor 
and  the  two  girls,  who  paid  no  attention  to  them  whatever, 
but  continued  to  talk  in  an  undertone. 

The}'  went  out  on  the  forward  deck,  and  remained  there 
for  a  few  minutes. 

“Have  you  the  courage  to  go  inside  and  sit  near  them  so 
that  can  hear  their  talk?”  inquired  Old  King  Brady, 
aiU'T  tl»e  l>oat  started, 

“Don’t  a“k  me,”  replied  the  crook.  “I’m  afraid  T  should 
jump  on  him.  You  go  alone.” 

Old  King  Brady  did  so. 

Without  h/oking  at  the  party  he  sat  down  at  a  little  dis- 
from  them  and  pullcfl  out  a  paper, 

'■'he  ga^i  light  waa  jii-f  above  Spike  Taylor,  and  after  fuss- 
isig  ►  'th  hh  gliim'S  for  a  few  moments  the  detective  abrupt¬ 


ly  changed  his  .seat,  taking  the  one  next  to  the  English¬ 
man.  ' 

The  apparent  excuse  was  sufficient,  for  here  he  could  cer¬ 
tainly  better  see  to  read. 

There  was  a  moment  of  silence  after  he  changd  his 
place,  then  Lulu  broke  out.  . 

“I  can’t  do  it,”  she  said.  “I  don’t  want  to  leave  all  my 
things  behind  me.  They  cost  good  money,  so  they  did.” 

“Shut  up  on  that,  you  little  fool!”  snapped  Mrs.  Dan. 
“Didn’t  Spike  just  tell  you  that  if  you  would  go  along  with 
us  we  would  make  ever3dhing  good?” 

“I  tell  you  we  must  all  go,  Lu,”  said  the  man,; earnestly. 
“Seeing  that  I  lost  it  what  other  course  is  open  to  us.  Can’t 
you  understand?” 

“Oh,  pshaw,  the  bloomin’  guy  won’t  never  dare  to  make 
a  move  even  if  he  find  it,  and  is  able.  He’s  only  a  kid.” 

“Kid  or  not,  I  go,”  said  Spike  stubbornly,  and  there  was 
silence  for  a  little  time. 

“Wliat  on  earth  are  they  talking  about?”  thought  Old 
King  Brady,  for  although  these  allusions  to  “Henry”  and 
the  amethyst  seal  would  have  been  plain  enough  to  Harry 
they  were  all  Greek  to  him. 

But  one  thing  was  certain — the  trio  were  preparing  to 
leave  the  city  without  an  instant’s  delay,  and  as  the  conver¬ 
sation  proceeded  the  detective  saw  that  their  motive  for 
so  doing  had  nothing  to  do  with  their  momentary  encounter 
with  Diamond  Dan. 

Indeed,  there  was  no  allusion  made  to  the  crook  at  all 
until  Julie,  suddenly  breaking  out  into  a  harsh  laugh,  ex¬ 
claimed  :  . 

“Poor  old  Dahl  He’ll  never  think  of  following  us  to 
Boston.  He’s  the  slickest  article  in  his  own  line  that  ever 
was,  but  put  him  outside  of  that  and  he’s  as  stupid  as  a 
goat.” 

“Shut  up,”  growled  Spike.  “We  have  settled  the  busi¬ 
ness.  Lu  goes.  There  hain’t  no  call  for  no  more  bloomin’ 
talk.” 

And  there  was  no  more. 

As  it  looked  as  though  the  balance  of  the  trip  was  certain 
to  he  made  in  silence.  Old  King  Brady  folded  his  paper  and 
walked  out  on  the  forward  deck  a  few  moments  later. 

“They  are  bound  for  Boston,”  he  whispered  to  Diamond 
Dan. 

“Bless  me,  you  don’t  say?  Is  it  far?” 

“Don’t  you  know  where  Boston  is,  man?” 

“No,  really.  I’m  not  posted  on  America.  I  told  you  that 
before.” 

“It  is  about  two  hundred  and  fifty  miles.” 

“What’s  the  price  of  the  booking?” 

“The  fare  is  five  dollars.” 

“And  I  haven’t  five  cents.  If  you  want  me  to  go  you  will 
have  to  stand  the  cost.” 

“We  had  better  go.  T  will  pay  the  fare.” 

“Where  do  we  start  from?” 

“The  Grand  (/Vntral  station  on  A9A  street.  There  is  a 
train  leaving  at  one  o’clock.”  '' 
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“Did  you  hear  anything  particular?  Was  there  any-! 
thing  said  about  rno?” 

Old  King  Brady  repeated  the  conversation  as  nearly  as  lie 
could  recollect  it.” 

“Do  you  understand  who  they  were  talking  about  and 
what  was  lost?”  he  asked. 

“My  dear  fellow,  I  haven’t  the  faintest  idea  what  it  ah 
means,”  replied  Dan.  “All  1  know  is  that  I’ve  been  dump¬ 
ed.  It’s  blamed  tough.” 

Dan  seemed  less  willing  to  talk  than  he  had  been. 

There  was  a  wicked  look  in  his  eyes  which  Old  King 
Brady  did  not  like. 

I  must  look  sharp  that  he  don’t  dump  me,”  thought  the 
detective.^  “Stupid  he  likes  to  appear,  and  stupid  his  wife 
may  consider  him,  but  a  man  who  can  eleape  from  an  Eng¬ 
lish  prison  can  hardly  be  that.  Should  we  succeed  in  re¬ 
covering  the  goods  I  must  keep  my  eyes  wide  open,  for  he 

will  never  give  up  half  unless  he  is  forced  to,  and  I  want  it 

all.” 


The  shadowing  continued  to  the  Grand  Central  station. 

Here  Spike  Taylor  took  the  girls  into  a  restaurant,  and 
they  all  had  supper. 

The  sneak  thief  seemed  to  be  nervous,  and  was  ever  on 
the  watch. 

Supper  over,  the  party  boarded  the  Boston  train,  taking 
their  places  in  the  day  coach,,  which  as  they  would  have  to 

sit  up  all  night,  seemed  to  indicate  that  they  were  short  of 
funds. 

As  Old  King  Brady  saw  the  fellow  purchase  the  tickets, 
he  had  but  little  doubt  that  they  were  actually  bound  for 
Boston. 

Still  he  was  taking  no  chances,  so  with  Diamond  Dan  in 
the  seat  behind  him.  Old  King  Brady  took  his  place  in  the 

day  coach,  too,  and  prepared  himself  to  keep  close  watch 
all  the  way  to  Boston. 


the  questioning  to  which  he  propo.-cd  to  aubject  trim  f-ai-y 
work. 

Arrived  at  the  house,  Harry  found  a  telegram  from  Old 
King  Brad}',  reading  thus: 

Have  gone  over  to  Boston  w'ith  D.  D.  Shadowing. 
Follow'  if  possible.  Will  leave  word  at  Youngs. — 0.  K.  B.” 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

young  king  BRADY  SHAKES  HENRY,  AND  GOES  TO  BOSTON, 

TOO. 

o,,f  Tm  ‘T  '’fr  ““  ‘'■■■'i''  for  Boston  pulled 

t  of  the  Grand  Central  station  Young  King  Brady  landed ! 

his  amateur  sleutli  m  the  old  house  in  Washington  Square. 

During  the  latter  part  of  their  ride  Harry  had  said  very 
little  to  young  Hughes. 

He  calmly  pocketeil  the  amelhyet  seal,  and  relapsed  into 
Silence.  ^ 

Henry  seemed  to  grow  frightened.  I 

He  wanted  to  know  if  be  was  under  arrest,  and  tried  in  ! 
various  ways  tf)  make  Harry  talk.  j 

“Wait  till  ue  got  to  where  we  are  going,  and  we  will  |„ke  I 
thi,4  matter  up.”  Horry  eoldly  replied. 

His  ohjeet  itas  eifedually  to  scare  the  boy  na  to  make 


Young  King  Brady  looked  at  his  watch  and  saw  that  it 
was  too  late  to  think  of  Boston  that  night. 

Leading  the  way  to  Old  King  Brady’s  library,  he  ordered 
Henry  to  be  seated. 

“Kow  w'e’can  talk,”  he  said,  throwing  himself  into  an 
easy-ehair  and  lighting  a  cigar.  “I  suppose  you  realize  that 
you  have  got  yourself  into  a  hole?” 

^  I  m  afraid  I  have,”  replied  Henry,  shifting  about  un¬ 
easily  m  his  chair.  “Eve  made  an  awful  fool  of  myself.  I 
know.  I  wish  you  would  tell  me  if  I’m  under  arrest." 

“I  have  told  you  already,  that  depends.  Kov',  where  did 
you  get  that  seal?” 

“He  dropped  it.” 

“He  did,  eh?  Well,  who  is  he?” 

“I  don’t  know'.” 

\  oil  will  have  to  tell  me  all  about  it.  Ko  other  course 

will  serve  you.  Refuse  and  vou  will  surely  laud  in  the 
Tombs.” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  want  to  keep  anything  hack.  I  startc-d  out 
to  play  the  detective,  and  see  if  I  couldn't  get  back  the 
stuff  that  was  stolen  from  the  old  man.” 

“You’ve  got  detective  on  the  brain,  haven’t  you?" 

“I  suppose  I  have.” 

“You  know  very  well  you  have.  Your  idea  wa?  to  .^et 
ahead  of  the  Bradys  ?” 

“Well,  yes.” 

begin?  You  had  been  chasing  down  to  see  '] 

that  singer  at  the  Queen  on  Coney  Island  before  the  robbery  ^ 
took  place?” 

Tes.  I  told  her  about  it,  and — well _ ” 

“Goon,  goon!  Don’t  hold  back.” 

“She  told  me  when  I  show-ed  her  that  ad  of  voura  about 
the  amethyst  sea  that  she  thought  she  knew  the  part,-  who 

had  ,t  She  made  me  believe  that  she  could  put  me  in  the 
''  ay  of  finding  out  who  did  the  Job  ” 

“  Nothing  of  the  sort.  She  persuaded  vou  to  take  the  mat¬ 
ter  of  the  seal  in  h,and  and  to  answer  our  ad  „nd  7  i 
get  the  thousand  dollars  fake  reward  weZd  Ir  j  c::^ 

all  to  lie  to  me.  I  hoard 

alHhat  passed  between  you  wltilo  I  stood  there  behind  the 

“Then  you  know  that  I  wouldn't  do  such  a  thing." 

Harry  burst  out  laughing. 

"It's  all  richt  ”  lip  »» v 

T.  ^  ^  '  on  want  to  tell  the  tnifh  -unt 
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I  'Wn*!  viMi  saw  how  it  turued  out.  Only  for  me  }0\i  would 
,'Lh*ve  Uvu  kilUd." 

I  "Sim't  rinui:.  I  realize  that.” 

I  “Xtwi  r  attempt  to  butt  in  on  a  business  you  don't  under- 
I  a^.ttn.  Now ,  then,  didn't  vou  learn  this  man's  name?’’ 

I  No” 

jv  •*N'>i-  that  of  the  other  woman?” 

j-  “No” 

I  “Y-  .  ihonitht  that  Lulu  Love  was  dead  t^one  on  you?” 

I  %  V 

I  ‘1  .'>ippose  I  did.  I  know  I  was  only  fooling  her.” 

I  *“l>id  VfU  learn  anything  from  her  to  lead  you  to  believe 
r  t.uu  'b'  kiiiw  who  did  the  robbery?’’ 

I  *’She  said  she  knew,  but  she  w'ould  not  tell  me.  1  thought 
I  1  C'  uld  make  her.  That  was  part  of  my  game.” 

I  “You’re  a  great  sleuth.  Well,  I  see  we  must  cut  it  out. 
I  There's  no  use  going  any  further  with  this  talk.” 

I  “Are  you  going  to  arrest  me?” 

I  “No.  All  1  ask  you  to  do  is  to  keep  your  mouth  tight 
I  shut  and  .^ay  nothing  to  Air.  A"atman  of  w'^hat  has  occurred.” 

I  “Do  you  mean  to  arrest  Lulu  Love?” 

I  “I  shall  have  to  find  her  first.” 

I  “Why.  she  sings  every  night  at  the  island.” 

I  “She’ll  not  be  on  hand  to-morrow  night,  you  may  de- 
j  pend.  Anyhow’,  I’ll  say  this  much.  You  have  helped  our 
I  work  along  and  not  hindered  it.” 

1.  “Then  I  am  right  glad!”  exclaimed  Henry,  cheering  up. 
I  “I  thought  T  had  spoiled  all.” 

I  Aiming  King  Brady  laughed,  and  then,  changing  his 
I  tactic.s  altogether,  he  proceeded  to  make  things  very  com- 
j  fortable  for  young  Hughes. 

So  successful  was  He  in  this  that  when  he  dismissed 
Henry  next  morning  with  a  good  breakfast  and  but  little 
w’orse  for  his  night’s  adventures,  Air.  Yatman’s  clerk  w^as 
ready  to  give  his  head  to  Harry. 

^  Hp  haM^been  mixed  up  in  the  work  of  the  famous  Brady 
^^>fectives,  w’hich  to  him  was  a  greater  honor  than  if  he 
hud  dined  with  a  king. 

And  here  Henry  must  drop  out  of  our  story,  for  he  had 
nothing  further  to  do  wdth  the  mystery  of  the  John  street 
JmwpIs. 

His  connection  wnth  the  case  had  been  useful  to  the 
Bradys,  however;  but  for  the  young  man’s  amateur  sleuth- 
Tr;r  i^  is  fjuite  possible  that  the  detectives  might  have  fail- 
(  f  *0  d: -cover  a  clew. 

fh  rrri'  went  to  Boston  by  the  first  fast  train,  and  turned 
tjp  a*-  Young’s  hotel  about  half  past  three  o’clock. 

H'f'  h''  f  dly  expected  to  receive  instructions  from  Old 
K  ;■  Lr/idy.  or  indeed,  perhaps  to  meet  the  detective  him- 

B  ,  ‘  «  -  not  oo. 

i  •  • '  '  -1  r.'-  leiter;  the  clerk  informed  him  that  he  had 
!  i  K  ng  Brady. 

,  -  /  V  f'lK.ii  .  While  the  old  detective  did  not 

•'  '  »  oig  1,  y.t  oftrn  pul  up  there  while  in  Bos- 

^  uew  L'ltcr  than  Harry  tluii  be  wa.- 

pr  '  i*  f . f  .fi  ^fi  h;  pngagernenlt^. 


It  is  not  stretching  the  truth  to  say  that  Young  King 
Brady  was  very  mucli  alarmed. 

It  was  of  no  use  to  hang  around  the  hotel  w'aiting,  so 
Harry  started  riglit  out  to  do  business  on  his  own  uccoinit. 

To  look  for  liis  cliief  would  be  like  searching  for  a 
needle  in  a  haystack. 

Mliile  Boston  is  not  New  York,  it  still  covers  a  great  deal 
of  ground,  and  as  there  are  several  sections  where  crooks 
and  tliicvcs  hang  out  it  was  difficult  to  sav  m  wdiat  direc- 
tion  Old  King  Brady  might  have  gone. 

Harry  went  down  to  the  “Veto”  on  Court  street  first 
of  all. 

V 

Tin's  was  a  little  cafe  much  frequented  by  confidence  men 
and  the  petty  crooks  of  the  Huh. 

With  the  proprietor  Young  King  Brady  was  well  ac¬ 
quainted,  and  as  the  man,  whose  name  we  do  not  care  to 
mention,  was  under  many  obligations  to  Old  King  Brady, 
Harry, counted  upon  a  friendly  reception,  and  got  it,  too. 

“Is  the  old  man  in  Boston?  Well,  T  didn’t  know  it,”  said 
the  proprietor,  whom  we  shall  simply  designate  as  Jim. 
“He  hain’t  been  in  here,  and  he ‘most  generally  looks  in 
when  he  is  in  town.  Yon  look  bothered  about  him,  Harry, 
What’s  wrong — say?”  / 

“Well,  I  am  bothered  about  him,”  replied  Harry.  “He 
was  to  have  left  word  for  me  at  Young’s,  but  he  didn’t, 
and  I  don’t  like  it.  Yon  see,  Old  King  Brady  is  so  rash. 
He  never  stops  to  think  Avhat  may  happen  to  him;  he  isn’t 
as  young  as  he  used  to  be.” 

“A^on’re  dead  right.  Some  of  these  crooks  will  do  him  up 
some  day,  surest  thing,”  said  Jim.  “Say,  Harry,  if  I  can 
help  you  in  any  way,  why  just  say  so,  and  I’ll  Jump  right  ^ 
in.”  • 

“It’s  like  this,”  replied  Harry.  “I  can’t  imagine  why 
he  came  to  Boston  unless  he  followed  a  couple  of  soiihret- 
tes  who  have  been  singing  in  concert  saloons,  one  on  Coney 
Island  and  the  other  in  Brooklyn.  Now,  mind  you,  1  don’t 
know  that  they  came  here,  hut  admitting  they  did,  it  may 
he  possible  that  they  will  Jump  right  into  an  engagement  if 
they  can.  I  happen  to  know  that  they  are  without  money. 
In  the  telegram  the  Governor  sent  me  he  spoke  of  shadow¬ 
ing  someone,  and  T  have  a  good  reason  for  believing  that  it 
must  he  these  girls.” 

“I  can  blamed  soon  find  out  if  they  are  at  any  of  tlie 
regular  places,”  said  Jim.  “There’s  less  than  ten  of  tliem 
running  at  the  present  time  in  this  town:  they  arc  all  on 
the  telephone.  I’ll  call  each  one  up  and  a.sk  them  if  you 
will  give  mo  the  name  of  these  girls,” 

“I  only  know  the  name  that  one  of  them  goes  by,  and 
that’s  Lulu  Love.  They  look  very  much  alike,  however, 
and  1  believe  them  to  he  sisters.” 

“T  never  heard  of  Lulu.”  * 

“I  guppose  not.  She  is  Just  from  the  other  side.” 

“All  right,  Harry.  I’ll  butt  right  in  and  work  the 
phone,” 

It  was  a  bright  idea  of  Toung  King  Brady’s. 
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In  less  than  ten  minutes  he  had  the  information  he 
■wajited. 

Eulu  Love  had  called  at  a  place  called  the  “Den”  on 
Dover  Street  near  Washington,  applying  for  an  engage¬ 


ment.  She  had  been  successful  in  securing  a  chance  to 


show  what  she  could  do,  and  the  proprietor  of  the  concert 
hall  told  Jim  that  she  would  probably  be  on  hand  at  about 
ten  o’clock  that  evening.  She  had  come  alone,  it  appeared, 
and  had  left  no  address. 

“That’s  the  talk,”  said  Young  King  Brady,  jubilantly. 
“Jim,  I  am  ever  so  much  obliged  to  you.  I  might  have  put 
in  the  balance  of  the  day  and  got  no  satisfaction.” 

“That’s  what  you  wouldn’t  if  they  had  caught  on  to  your 
being  a  detective,”  replied  Jim.  “It  isn’t  here  as  it  is  in 
New  York.  All  these  places  pay  a  full  licence,  and  as  they 
are  run  clean  inside  of  the  law  the  proprietors  don’t  care  a 
cent  for  the  police.” 

The  remainder  of  the  day  Young  King  Brady  spent  in 
wandering  about  the  streets,  visiting  every  prominent  place 
in  town,  in  the  hope  of  striking  Old  King  Brady,  but  he 
was  disappointed  all  along  the  line,  for  nowhere .  did  he 
meet  his  chief,  nor  was  any  message  left  at  Young’s  up  to 
nine  o’clock,  at  which  time  he  started  to  walk  up  Washing 
ton  street  to  the  “Den.” 

It  was  while  he  was  strolling  along  smoking  a  cigar  that 
he  suddenly  ran  into  a  young  man  whom  he  knew,  and  who 

stepped  in  front  of  him,  holding  out  both  hands,  exclaim¬ 
ing: 

“Harry  Brady!  Well,  I’ll  be  blamed!” 

“Hello,  Ned  Francis!”  said  Harry,  shaking  hands.  “It’s 
a  good  while  since  I’ve  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you.” 

Ned  Francis  was  the  son  of  a  prominent  police  official  in 
Boston. 

.Two  years  before  his  father  had  sent  him  to  New  York 
eonsiped  to  Old  King  Brady  with  the  request  that  he  be 
permitted  to  go  the  rounds  with  the  old  detective  in  one  or 
two  cases  so  as  to  acquire  some  knowledge  of  Old  King 
Brady’s  methods. 

This  was  done,  as  Old  King  Brady  was  under  many  ob¬ 
ligations  to  the  elder  Francis,  and  Harry  did  most  of  the 
doing,  having  Ned  Francis  under  his  wing  for  between 
two  and  three  months. 

“And  where  are  you  bound?”  inquired  Ned,  having  ac 
cepted  the  cigar  Harry  offered,  and  joining  him  in  his 
walk. 

I  m  striking  for  a  concert  saloon  on  Dover  street  called 
the  Den,”  replied  Harry.  “Do  you  know  the  place?” 
“Perfectly  well.” 

“A  tough  joint?” 

“Why,  no,  not  particularly.  Just  a  cheap  variety  show. 

Of  course,  T  don’t  want  to  prv'  into  your  business,  but  I 
have  8  good  reason  for  asking  you  what  you  are  driving 
at  to-night.  You  must  know  that  I  am  a  police  detective 
now  with  a  roving  commission  which  takes  me  njl  over 
town.  If  vou  hadn’t  been  busy  T  should  liave  asked  you 
to  join  me,  for  I  have  an  important  matter  on  hand.” 


“I  don’t  see  how  I  can,”  replied  Young  King  Brady.  “I 
am  looking  for  the  Governor,  who  came  over  last  night,  and 
appears  to  have  lost  himself  in  the  wilds  of  the  Hub.” 
“You  don’t  mean  to  tell  me  that?” 

“Yes.” 

“And  what’s  the  Den  got  to  do  with  it  ?” 

“Well,  I  am  hoping  to  get  a  clew  there.  But  this  par- ' 
ticular  reason  of  yours — what  is  it?  You  look  as  solemn 
as  a  hearse.” 

“And  I  have  reason  to.  Harry,  I  saw  Old  King  Brady  ' 
this  a.  m.” 

“The  deuce!  Why  didn’t  you  say  so  before?” 

“Hold  up!  Listen.  There’s  a  house  in  this  town  into  ' 
which  people  go  and  don’t  come  out  again  alive.  The  po¬ 
lice  are  just  trying  to  catch  on,  and  find  out  what  it  all 
means.  I  ve  been  doing  the  sleuth  act  in  that  connection, 
and  it  was  into  this  house  that  I  saw  Old  King  Brady  go 
at  about  half  past  nine  o’clock.” 

A  sickening  fear  seized  Young  King  Brady. 

“Is  that  so,”  he  said,  as  calmly  as  possible.  “Were  3^011 
speaking  to  him?” 

“Oh,  no!  I  was  in  an  office  across  the  way.  I  saw  him 
out  of  the  window — ^that’s  all.” 

“And  who  was  with  him?” 

“A  good-looking  individual.” 

“When  did  you  go  off  duty?” 

.“Six  o’clock.” 

“And  you  were  watching  all  thaf  time?” 

“Harry,  I  was.  The  old  man  did  not  come  out  again.” 
“Have  you  reported  it  to  the  police’” 

“Yes.” 

“What’s  to  be  done?” 

“Nothing  to-night.  We  are  waiting  to  get  certain  evi¬ 
dence  about  the  place.  All  the  answer  the  chief  made  . 

me  was  that  he  guessed  Old  King  Brady  knew  how  to  take  I 
care  of  himself.”  ' 

Harry  was  now  thoroughly  alarmed. 

“That  may  be,”  he  said,  “but  all  the  same  if  we  had  seen 
one  of  you  Boston  fellows  going  into  a  joint  like  that  in 
New  York  there  would  have  been  something  doing  ” 

Harry  looked  at  his  watch. 

It  was  twenty  minutes  to  ten. 

“Look  here  Ned,”  he  said,  “'if  the  Governor  has  been  in 
that  jomt  twelve  hours  T’ll  risk  another  hour  and  go  after 

my  clew  first.  I  wish  you  would  go  with  me.  I’d  like  to 
hear  more  about  this  mysterious  house  ” 

“I’ll  do  it,”  replied  Ned.  ‘-I’m  not  actually  obliged  to 
relieve  my  partner  before  midnight.”  •  ^ 

And  they  walked  on  toward  the  Den. 


CHAPTER  TX. 

VO.  n  SOUTH  WICK  STRKKT. 


Old  King  Brady  reached  Boston  ,f|„r  st<r,dess  night 
trip,  e  had  (akn,  pU.x  the 


THE  BRADYS  AND  DIAMOND  DAN. 


The  first  thing  we  have  to  record  of  any  interest  happened 
when  bi'th  Spike  Taylor  and  Old  King  Brady  and  his  com¬ 
panion  left  the  car  at  the  South  station. 

Diamond  Dan  had  been  very  nervous  and  uneasy  during 
the  first  part  of  the  night,  hut  toward  morning  he  fell 
tsleep.  and  when  Old  King  Brady  started  in  to  arouse  him 
■«s  the  train  neared  the  station  he  foimd  it  almost  impos¬ 
sible  to  do  so. 

The  detective  became  a  good  deal  disturbed. 

It  was  very  evident  that  the  English  crook  had  been 
do^iing  himself  with  something — probably  morphine  or 
opium  in  some  other  form. 

“We  shall  lose  these  people  surest  thing,”  thought  Old 
King  Brady,  and  lose  them  they  did,  for  although  the  de¬ 
tective  did  finally  succeed  in  arousing  Dan  and  getting  him 
off  the  car  in  tinle  to  closely  follow  Spike  Taylor  and  the 
two  girls,  the  fellow  tumbled  down  on  the  platform  in  a 
state  of  complete  collapse. 

.  It  was  a  situation  which  required  instant  decision,  and 
Old  King  Brady  decided  to  let  Spike  Taylor  and 'the  girls 
go. 

In  vfact,  he  could  not  very  well  help  it,  as  a  crowd  gath¬ 
ered  and  a  policeman  came  hurrying  up. 

Thus  Old  King  Brady  could  not  have  pulled  away  with¬ 
out  running  the  risk  of  being  temporarily  detained  by  the 
officer,  which  would  make  it  too  late  to  follow  Tavlor  and 
the  girls. 

At  last  he  got  Diamond  Dan  on  His  feet,  and  by  vigorous 
shaking  succeeded  in  av^akening  him.  = " 

“What  have  you  been  taking?”  demanded  the  detective. 
“Brace  up,  man?  You  are  making  all  kinds  of  trouble  for 
Tourself  and  me.” 

“^Morphine!”  gasped  the  crook.  “Fm  a  goner!  Help  me 
if  vou  can.” 

“Nothing  of  the  sort,”  retorted  Old  King  Brady.  “If  you 
speak  and  stand  you  are  no  goner.  Tie  to  me.” 

Making  himself  known  to  the  policeman,  together  they 
led  Diamond  Dan  to  the  station  restaurant,  where  Old  King 
Brady  forced  him  to  drink  two  cups  of  strong  black  coffee 
in  quick  succession. 

Now,  as  is  well  known,  coffee  is  the  antidote  for  an  over¬ 
dose  of  morphine. 

It  had  an  immediate  effect  on  the  jewel  thief. 

A  few  minutes  after  drinking  the  last  cup  he  was  quite 
himself  again,  and  turning  to  Old  King  Brady,  he  asked 
why  they  were  there  in  the  restaurant,  and  what  had  become 
of  Spike  Taylor  and  the  girls. 

“Don’t  a.»k  me  what’s  become  of  them,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady.  “We’ve  lost  our  man,  that’s  all.  I  don’t  have  to 
tell  you  that  it  is  all  your  fault.” 

“I’m  confoundedly  .sorrj',  Brady.” 

“Your  sorrow  don’t  help  matters  any.  What  did  you  take 
the  stuff  for?” 

“I  rs*  "razv  cfver  my  wife’s  treachery.” 

“If  jou  hav^*  in  the  habit  of  taking  that  stuff  1 
r'  rvder  your  wife  wanfM  to  give  you  the  sliake.” 
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“I’ve  taken  it  every  day  for  two  years.  She  takes  it, 
too.” 

“Yell,  if  Taylor  and  your  wife  remain  in  Boston  I  sup¬ 
pose  they  can  be  located,  but  it  will  take  time.” 

“Then  let’s  eat  breakfast  and  think  it  over,”  said  Dan. 
“I  want  to  pull  m3^self  together  a  bit.  Perhaps  I  can  make 
a  suggestion  then.  Excuse  me  a  minute,  please.” 

He  staggered  to  his  feet  and  went  to  the  washroom,  where 
he  bathed  his  head  and  face  with  cold  w^ater. 

Old  King  Brady  did  not  fail  to  note  that  he  went  straight 
to  the  room,  without  inquiring  its  location. 

“Hum!”  muttered  the  old  detective  as' he  followed  at  a 
distance.  “I  am  inclined  to  think  that  my  English  friend 
is  not  quite  as  ignorant  of  Boston  as  he  pretends  to  be.  He 
has  been  here  before.” 

More  than  ever  Old  King  Brady  determined  to  he  on  his 
guard. 

That  he  had  need  to  be  will  presently  be  shown. 

But  as  Harry  said  to  Jim,  the  man  at  the  Veto,  Old  King 
Brady  is  never  afraid  to  push  into  any  danger. 

The  brave  old  detective  scarcely  knows  the  meaning  of 
the  word  fear. 

Having  succeeded  in  bracing  up  against  his  morphine 
load.  Diamond  Dan  ate  a  good  breakfast,  hut  maintained 
silence  until  he  had  finished. 

Then,  lighting ‘a  cigar,  he  walked  out  of  the  station  with 
the  detective  and  began  to  talk. 

“I  know  you  are  getting  down  on  me,  Brady,”  he  said, 
“for  you  haven’t  opened  your  trap  in  the  last  ten  minutes. 
Well,  you  have  gbod  reason  to  be,  but  never  you  mind,  I 
am  going  to  straighten  this  thing  out.” 

“I  hope  you  can,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Doping  up 
with  morphine  is  all  very  well  in  its  way,  but  what  we  really 
want  are  the  John  street  jewels,  as  I  presume  you  are  aware.”  , 

“Sure  thing.  And  to  find  them  we  have  to  locate  Spike  ^ 
Taylor  and  the  girls.  I  know  about  where  they  are  likely 
to  strike  in.” 

“It  strikes  me  that  you  know  a  lot  more  about  this  town  i 
than  you  led  me  to  heliev6,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  | 

“Wha— what?” 

“Oh,  rats!  There’s  no  use  in  trying  to  put  it  on  with  me, 
Dan.  You  know  Boston,  all  right.” 

“What  makes  you  say  that?” 

“Because  I  have  been  watching  you.^  Own  up,  nowror  Ii 
pull  out  of  the  case.  Half  confidence  is  no  confidence,  andl 
T  won’t  stand  for  it — see?” 

“All  right.  I  own  up.  I  do  know  this  town.” 

“Of  course.  When  were  you  here  last?” 

“A  week  ago.” 

“Then  why  not  have  said  so?  What’s  the  use  in  lying ?’^ 

“T  suppose  it  is  a  matter  of  habit,”  replied  the  crook,  witKj 
a  ghastly  smile.  “Never  mind.  Out  it  out.  There  is  inj 
tliis  town  a  man  whom  1  knew  in  London,  and  whom  Spike 
’I’aylor  also  knew.  He  kept  a  hoarding-house  for  my  kind,' 
and  we  both  lived  there  at  one  time.” 
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“Well?" 

Well,  Spike  will  lak('  the  <;irls  tlu'iv.  lii  faol,  as  h-oon  as 
1  heard  trum  you  wliere  he  was  heading  for  1  knew  that 
was  his  destination,  'rhere  has  been  time  for  him  to  take 
the  jew'els  over  to  Boston  since  the  robbery,  and  to  get  back 
to  New  \ork.  It's  my  opinion  that  is  what  he  did,  ant 
that  the  stuff  is  here  now^” 

“What’s  the  name  of  this  party?"  ' 

“Al  Bowers.  I’m  giving  it  to  you  straight.” 

“What  kind  of  a  joint  is  he  running  now?” 

“I  don’t  know',  but  I  suppose  it  is  a  crook's  hangout, 
same  as  he  kept  in  London.  All  I  really  know'  about  him 
is  that  1  met  him  on  the  street  wdien  I  w'as  here  before,  and 
he  told  me  where  he  lived,  and  said  that  if  I  w'as  about  to 
put  through  any  job  and  wanted  to  go  into  hiding  I  could 
tie  up  at  his  place.” 

“Which  is  where?” 

“On  Southw'ick  street,  No.  11.” 

“Never  heard  of  the  street,  and  I  know  Boston  pretty 
w’ell,  too." 

“There  must  be  such  a  street.  It’s  all  straight,  Brady, 
just  as  I’m  giving  it  to  you.” 

“And  you  think  the  proper  thing  to  do  is  for  us  to  look 
up  this  man?” 

“I  do.  Don’t  you?” 

“Well,  perhaps.  But  suppose  we  strike  Spike  Taylor 
there,  not  to  mention  your  wdfe?” 

That  s  the  trouble.  I  don’t  w'ant  to  have  it  out  with 
him  till  I  can  get  my  hands  on  the  jewels,  unless 
“Well?  Why  don’t  vou  finish?” 


What  f-an  be  do 


“I  was  thinking  how  it  would  do  for  us  to  strike  boldly  in 
there  and  to  have  you  threaten  to  arrest  him.  We  can  make 
liim  tell  w'hat  he  has  done  with  the  goods.” 

“It  w'ould  surely  lead  to  trouble,  and  might  result  in  a 
fight  between  you  tw'o.  What  w'c  really  want  are  the  jew'- 
els.  I  think  I  can  suggest  a  better  plan.” 

^  eiy  good.  1  am  open  for  any  suggestion  you  may 
make.” 

“Can  you  control  yourself  in  the  presence  of  your  wife 

and  this  man  Taylor?  Can  you  throw  a  big  bluff?  Can 

you  slap  him  on  the  back  and  say:  ‘Come,  Spike,  old  pal 

I  know  you  are  fhe  fellow  who  did  me  up  on  that  John 

street  deal.  J  know  you  haven’t  been  able  to  dispose  of  the 

goods,  so  I  have  brouc^ht  you  a  man  who  ^vill  pay  cash  for 

them  and  take  them  off  your  hands,  and  all  I  ask  is  a  fair 

Hhare  of  the  dough?’  Then  you  would  have  to  add  that 

as  for  Julie  he  could  kwp  her  and  eyerything  would  he  love* 
ly — Mc.''” 

T  think  I  could.  I've  calmed  down  now.  I  see  the  be¬ 
ginning,  but  I  don  t  see  the  end.” 

“Tho  <'n.1  i.  pinin  A,,,  soon  |,s  cnnsonts  wo 

mako  ,,n  nppninimoni  at  a  plaoo  T  know  of.  nr  soHlo  tI,o 
Iio.inr  rlplit  fhorr  i,,  (|>o  Iinn-,0.  jn4  SIS  sc.oins  host  \. 
■non  „  ho  pr,s|„.,  s  tho  j.-wols  I  will  n,h:h  my  shioW  on  him 
m  l  k  ,11  h,m  ,,,,  W,  ,  oII„r  tho  „„h  ,,hilo  proleml- 


ing  to  arrest  him  slide  out  and  disappear, 
about  it?  Nothing  at  all.” 

“It's  a  big  contract,  Brady.  Spike  is  hot  stuff.” 

Pshaw!  I  don’t  fear  him.  I’ve  handled  hundred-  like 
him.” 

I  know'  it.  If  there  is  any  man  on  earth  who  can  put  a 
job  like  that  through  you  are  the  man.” 

Well,  then,  let  us  settle  it.  ,  If  you  are  able  to  take  care 
of  your  end  I  am  of  mine.  Is  it  yes  or  no?’’ 

“All  right.  Let’s  try  it  on!”  exclaimed  Diamond  Dan 
desperately.  “If  it  comes  to  a  fight  I  suppose  you  will 
stand  by  me — that’s  all.” 

“I  will,  rely  upon  it.  Now,  to  locate  Southwick  street,  for 
as  I  told  you  befote  it  is  a  new  one  on  me.” 

It  was  indeed  a  dangerous  contract  which  Old  King 
Brady  had  undertaken. 

But  he  felt  equal  to  the  occasion.  Crooks  and  their  ways 
are  so  thoroughly  familiar  to  the  old  detective  that  he 
finds  less  to  fear  in  their  presence  than  the  average  man. 

He  neither  believed  nor  disbelieved  in  Diamond  Dan’s 
sincerity. 

What  he  believed  was  that  tite  man  was  tellinp  the  truth 
now,  and  had  been  in  a  general  way  all  through. 

What  he  disbelieved  was  that  the  diamond  crook  meant 

to  share  his  plunder  with  him  if  he  could  possibly  avoid 

SO  doing. 

He  even  felt  certain  that  Diamond  Dan  stood  ready  to 

take  his  life  rather  than  to  give  up  any  large  amount  of 
the  swag. 

And  yet  in  spite  of  all  this  Old  King  Bradv,  seeing  no 
other  possible  way  of  running  down  the  John  street  jewels. 

was  ready  to  advance  with  his  case  on  the  bold  lines  he 
had  hiid  down. 

Tliey  went  into  the  nearest  drugstore  and  found  that 
Southwick  street  existed. 

II  was  in  the  noigbborbood  of  the  Dover  strepnirnp^. 
which  Icad.s  over  to  South  Boston. 

As  there  were  only  twelve  nnmhcrs  on  the  street  Old 
King  Brady  know  that  it  must  he  one  of  those  queer  “pri¬ 
vate  wmys”  which  the  Bostonians  are  so  fond  of  sandwiching 
m  between  their  buildings.  ^ 

rt  was  some  dWance  from  the  drugstore,  and  they  accord- 
ingly  took  one  of  the  Harrison  avenue  cars. 

Following  the  directions  giyen  hy  the  eondnetor  Old  King 
Brady  at  length  succeeded  in  6nding  Ko.  n  Southwick 

It  was  .iiist  such  a  little  Mind  alley  as  he  had  supposed. 

On  one  Ido  there  was  an  old  hriok  hnilding.  now  dos.  rl- 
od  hill  wine  1  according  to  tho  sign  upon  it  had  on, ,  heen 
a  furniture  factory. 

(Ipposhe  was  a  row  of  Rnglisli  basomont  house,  st.-ding 
flush  with  tho  sidewalk,  and  respcdahle  enonch  in  r- 
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pidiW  said  the  old  detective.  “Now,  how  are 

xoit  Arc  v  ui  aUo  to  nut  it  tliroudi?” 

•  ^  i  o 

^  'H.  .-i- 1  \va<  Diamouii  Dan  was  again  beginning  to  show 
jiigns  of  inten.-e  nervousness. 

lii'Ucd  of  directly  answering  the  old  detective,  he  slipped 
ihiiiiT  into  hi<  month. 

-  ‘i^fore  moy>hine?”  remarked  Old  King  Brady,  dryly. 
L“Ves.”  was  the  reply.  must  have  it.  Now,  then, 

:<®r»dy.  we'll  make  a  shy  at  it.  Trust  me  to  keep  cool.  Here 
lots,  liit  or  mis.s.-’ 

Then  Diamond  Dan  ran  up  the  steps  and  rang  the  hell. 
In  a  moment  the  door  was  opened,  and  Harry’s  friend, 
ir«d  Francis,  watching  behind  the  office  window^  of  the  old 
f*eiory  opposite,  saw  Old  King  Brady  vanish  inside  this 
bause,  which  just  at  that  time  bore  as  evil  a  reputation  with 
the  police  as  any  house  in  the  Hub. 


CHAPTER  X. 


LULU  LOVE  TURNS  UP  AGAIN. 


“Now,  where  is  this  mysterious  house  of  yours,  and  what 
al>out  it?”  asked  Young  King  Brady,  as  he  and  Ned  Fran- 
ci.<5  walked  on  up  Washington  street  in  the  direction  of  the 
“  Den.” 

‘Tt's  No.  11  Southwick  street,”  replied  Ned.  “That’s  a 
little  blind  alley  down  by  the  Dover  street  bridge.  The 
what  about  it  is  tliat  it  seems  a  bad  house  for  crooks,  al¬ 
though  the  fellow  who  runs  it  poses  as  a  respectable  citizen, 
and  has  never  come  up  against  tlie  Boston  police  before.”  \ 
“l_sh^4bave  to  ask  you  to  explain  a  little  further,  ’  said 
You  say  a  bad  house  for  crooks  and  just  now  you 
hinted  at  mysterious  disappearances.  Do  you  mean  to  say 
that  onlv  crooks  disappear  in  the  house?” 

“That's  exactly  what  I  mean.  Just  that  and  nothing 

else,  so  far  as  we  know.” 

“That’s  a  new  kind  of  joint  on  me.” 

“It’s  new  to  all  of  us.  You  see,  it’s  this  way.  About 
six  months  ago  there  was  a  jewelry  robbery  on  Washington 
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mean  the  Crosby  Bright  affair.'' 

The  ^afc  was  blown  and  fifteen  or  twenty  thou- 
‘.if  •’  worth  of  silverware  and  jewelry  was  taken 
iiior  .  The  job  was  easily  traced  up  to  a  crook 
1;  !  ]^-  and  he  in  turn  was  traccil  to  No.  11 
:  -t  H'-  w..  .--en  to  go  in  there  the  day 

r(,  VfT.,  ii  h“  had  done  seV'Tal  times  before.  I  he 
t;  j/.i'  p  },.  d  of  the  man  was  very  accurate. 

.  r-  -  ah"- and  V-*  wli-p  we  earne  to  search 

.  1'’  hr  d  no  t  .e  <  of  the  rMow.  Thu-e  dayn 

'  f  j  d  Teit  og  near  th»‘  Bouth  Bo  Ion 


“And  the  goods?” 

“Were  never  heard  of.  That's  one  case,  Brady.  There 
are  three  others  that  we  know  of,  all  wlij)  vanisheil  being 
crooks.  There  was  not  a  robbery  in  each  case,  but  each 
time  a  dead  crook  was  found  in  the  bay,  j^nd  in  each  case 
he  had  been  seen  to  enter  No.  11  Southwick  street.  There 
have  been  quite  an  unusual  number  of  floaters  found  in  the 
bay  latelv.  Others  of  them  nilK:  have  gone  to  Southwick 
street,  for  all  we  can  tell.”  X 

“And  in  view  of  all  that,  we  would  think  it  was  about 
time  that  the  police  wanted  to  know  something  definite 
about  the  man  who  keeps  this  interesting  house.” 

‘AVell,  that's  what  we  think.  The  fellow’s  name  is 
Bowers,  Albert  Bowers.  He  bought  the  house  two  years 
ago  and  has  lived  there  alone  with  an  old  colored  woman 
who  acts  as  housekeeper  ever  since.  He  pretends  to  be  in 
the  real  estate  business,  and  has  an  office  on  Washington 
street  near,  Brookline,  where  he  certainly  does  considerable 
legitimate  business.  He’s  the  slickest  proposition  you  ever 
came  up  against.  When  the  house  was  first  suspected  he 
was  very  indignant  and  threw  it  wide  open  to  the  police. 
He  has  a  great  many  callers  at  times,  and  then  at  other 
times  no  one  ever  seems  to  go  near  the  place.  He  claims 
that  each  one  of  the  crooks  come  to  see  him  about  real 
estate  deals  and,  of  course,  it  has  been  no  easy  matter  to 
prove  the  contrary.  That’s  the  story  in  a  nutshell.  For 
the  last  few  days  the  house  has  been  constantly  shadowed, 
for  the  police  are  determined  to  know  the  truth.” 

“Is  he  an  Englishman,  do  you  know?”  asked  Harr}'. 

“Y'es,  he  is,”  replied  Ned.  “Come,  now,  the  Bradys  are 
onto  everything.  It  wouldn’t  surprise  me  a  bit  if  you 
could  tell  me  all  about  this  man.  Out  with  it  if  such  is  the 
case.” 

“But  such  is  not  the  case.  1  know  nothing' of  him,  but 
the  fact  of  Old  King  Brady  going  in  there  led  me  to  believe 
that  he  might  be  an  Englishman,  for  the  reason  that  just 
now  we  are  following  up  an  English  crook.” 

“Ah!  Then  heaven  help  your  English  crook  if  he  was 
the  fellow  I  saw  going  into  11  Southwick  street  with  your 
chief.” 

“There  isn’t  the  least  doubt  that  he  was  the  man.” 

“By  thunder,  Harry!  I  should  think  you  would  feel 
more  worried  about  Mr.  Brady  than  you  seem  to  be?  I 
suppose  I  can  have  the  house  pulled  if  I  put  it  up  to  the 
chief  good  and  strong  and  tell  him  that  you  are  here  and 
want  it  done.  Come,  what  do  you  say  ?” 

^ot  yet.  Whatever  was  to  happen  to  the  (lovernor 
when  he  went  into  11  Southwick  street  must  have  already 
happened.  Besides,  1  am  trying  to  act  on  my  impressions, 
same  as  Old  King  Brady  does,  and  so  suw'ssfidly.  Now, 
my  impression  is  not  to  act  just  yet,  but  to  hold  off  until 
1  can  see  the  party  1  am  looking  for.  Fve  a  great  mind  to 
tell  you  all  about  the  ease  I  am  working  on,  N('<!,  I  don’t 
!ce  fhat  it  can  jjossihly  do  any  harm.” 

“I  wish  you  would,  then.  11  will  he  a  hel|)  to  me  in  my 
own  ca.  c,  perliapH,” 
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Harry  then  launched  out  and  told  all  there  was  to  tell 
about  the  John  street  jewels. 

Ned  was  immensely  interested. 


Suddenly  he  stepped  out  in  front  of  her  and  held  out 


“Can  you  describe  the  man  who  stuck  your  amateur 
sleuth  in  the  doorway?”  he  asked.  “You  said  he  looked 
like  an  Englishman.  J\Iaybo  he  is  the  fellow  who  went 
into  11  Southwick  street  along  with  Old  King  Brady.” 

“That  I  don't  consider  at  all  likely.  I  have  no  doubt 
the  man  you  saw’  was  this  Pulsford,  alias  Diamond  Dan. 
But  I’ll  describe  them  both  and  you  can  see  for  yourself.” 

Harry  did  so,  and  the  result  was  the  striking  of  a  new 
and  most  interesting  clew  in  the  Yatman  mystery. 

“Your  Diamond  Dan  is  certainly  the  person  who  went 
into  the  house  along  with  Old  King  Brady,”  declared  Ned, 
“but  I  saw’  the  other  one  go  in,  too.  He  turned  up  on  the 
morning  after  this  John  street  robbery  carrying  a  small 
Gladstone  bag  in  his  hand.  He  rang  the  bell  of  No.  11 
Southw’ick  street  and  w’as  not  seen  until  towards  night, 
when  he  came  out  again  with  his  bag  and  traveled  off.  He 
is  just  exactly  such  a  man  as  you  describe.  This  morning 
he  went  in  again  with  two  girls,  so  my  side  partner  says.” 

Then  if  you  say  that  and  Diamond  Dan’s  story  is  true, 
you  have  seen  the  man  who  got  the  John  street  jew’els,”  "de¬ 
clared  Harry,  emphatically.  “You  let  the  Governor  alone. 
He  11  manage  to  get  next  to  those  jewels  somehow'",  surest 
thing.  But  we  must  be  almost  at  Dover  street.” 

“It’s  the  next  corner.” 

“I  thought  so.  Which  way  is  the  Den,  up  or  down?” 

“Up.” 

“What  do  you  mean  to  do  if  you  don’t  strike  the  girl- 
wait  ?” 

Not  a  moment.  I  m  going  to  tackle  No.  11  Southwick 
street  next.” 

■Do  you  mean  to  say  you  are  goi;ig  in  ?” 

“I’m  game  for  it.  I  can  talk  real  estate  to  Mr.  Bowers, 

I  suppose.  He  would  hardly  dare  to  do  up  a  casual  stran¬ 
ger,  do  you  think?” 

“You  will  be  running  a  terrible  risk,  Harry.  What  Fw 
been  telling  you  about  that  house  is  no  dream.” 

They  turned  into  Dover  street,  and  as  they  did  so  Young 
King  Brady  stopped  short. 

“Hold  on!”  he  exclaimed.  “By  thunder!  there  she  is 
now !” 

“Who,  the  girl?” 

“^es,  it  is  Lulu  I^ove  herself.” 

Coming  up  Dover  street  and  w’alking  very  rapidly  w’as 
the  young  .soubrette  of  the  “Queen.” 

There  was  no  mistaking  her  as  she  passed  under  the 
electric  light  which  hung  in  front  of  another  concert  hall 
on  the  order  of  the  Den. 

“If  you  are  sure,  why  tackle  her!”  said  Ned. 

“Just  what  I  am  going  to  do,”  replied  Harry,  and  tliev 
stepped  into  a  doorway. 

On  came  Lulu  entirely  unconscious  of  their  presence. 

As  she  drew  nearer  Tlarry  could  see  that  her  prettv  face 
wore  a  frightened,  anxioas  look.  '  I 


his  hand. 

“Hello,  Lulu!”  he  exclaimed.  “How  are  you  this  even¬ 
ing?  You  remember  me,  1  think.” 

“Oh,  my !  The  detective !”  gasped  the  girl,  falling  back. 
“Aes,”  said  Harry,  quietly  enough,  “and  this  isn't 
Brooklyn,  it's  Boston.  You  see,  I’v’e  followed  you  here.”  * 
Instead  of  trying  to  pass  him  and  run  or  do  an3’thing 
w’hieh  he  expected  he  would  do,  the  girl  suddenly  seized 
Harry’s  hand. 

‘I  want  help!”  she  said,  imploringly.  “I’m  glad  I  met 
you.  You  are  a  man.  You  must  tell  me  what  to  do.'  My 
sister  is  in  great  danger.  A"ou  saw  her  last  night.  I’ll  teil 
you  all  I  know  about  that  John  street  job  if  you  will  only 
help  me  to  save  her.  Oh,  say  y’ou  will !  I’m  afraid  she  may 
be  dead  even  now.  It  may  be  too  late.” 

Ned  Francis  stepped  up  and  joined  them  as  he  heard  this  | 
impassioned  appeal. 

“Here’s  another  detective,”  he  said.  “What's  up  now? 
More  trouble  at  11  Southwick  street?” 

“That’s  the  place.  Tell  me  what  you  know  about  that 
dreadful  house.” 

“No  matter  what  I  know;  it’s  what  you  know.” 

“Speak  freely,”  said  Harry.  “I  see  you  recognize  me  in 
spite  of  the  fact  that  I  was  disguised  last  night.” 

“Why,  you  dq  look  different,  now  that  I  come  to  look 
closely  at  you,”  replied  Lulu.  “It  was  your  voice  I  reeog-’ 
nized.  Oh,  you  scared  me  so  last  might.  But  tell  me,  was 
Mr.  Hughes  much  hurt?  Is  he  here  with  you?  Don't 
arrest  me,  please,  'at  least  not  until  you  have  heard  all  I ' 
have  to  say.” 

“I  don't  propose  to  arrest  you.  Mr.  Hughes  was  very 
little  hurt,  and  he  is  not  here  with  me,”  replied  Harry.  “We 
are  willing  to  listen  to  anything  you  may  have  to  say.  My 
name  is  Brady,^  and  this  gentleman  is  Ned  Francis,  another 
detective.  In  exchange  for  any  information^^»-X-luav  be  * 
able  to  give  us  about  the  John  street  jewels  we  will  help^^ 
in  any  way  we  can.” 

Taking  her  arm,  Harrj'  drew  the  girl  into  a  doorway. 

She  Vi  as  trembling  all  over,  and  seemed  for  a  moment 
almost  too  much  agitated  to  speak. 

“I  was  just  on  my  way  to  a  music  hall  up  the  street 
here,  she  panted.  “I  was  speaking  to  the  proprietor  this 
morning  about  an  engagement,  and  as  he  seemeii  kind  then,  ' 

I  thought  that  perhaps  he  would  help  me  now.  Oh.  I'm  '  • 
so  glad  I  met  you.  I — I - ” 

Lulu  was  no  longer  able  to  control  herself,  and  she  burst 
into  tears. 

Hush!  whispered  Harr}*,  as  Ned  Francis  would  have  j 
spoken.  “Let  her  have  her  cry  out.”  ] 

It  was  only  for  a  moment,  and  then  Lulu  began  in  a  hvs-  ^ 
terical  way. 

It  s  my  brother-in-law.  The  man  who  stuck  Hughes. 

I  believe  him  to  be  the  jewel  thief.  He  bixmght  me  hen'  j 
with  my  sister  Julie- — she  was  the  g^irl  vou  saw  with  lue  ^ 
last  night.  He  brought  us  to  that  hou)H\  I  can't  find  him.  j 
I  can't  find  my  sister.  Wlien  1  went  back  there  this  mera*  *  | 
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T?Qt  to.  the  rniisio  hall  ^Ir.  Rowers  said  dreadful 
aud  I'.x’ked  lue  in  my  room.  1  have  been  there 
-  only  just  now  1  managed  to  persuade  the  old 
:tn  there  to  let  me  out.  She  told  me  to  run  for 
never  vome  back  again,  but  she  wouldn't  tell 
become  of  Julie.  Oh,  1  can't  understand  it! 
should  he  want  to  harm  a  poor  girl  unless — oh,  it's 
^so  jtrweD  I  Arrest  him — my  brother-in-law,  I  mean.  He 
^  tlif  thtef.  He  will  kill  Julie  because  when  she  thought 
r  ^  and  married  another  man.’^ 

•  The  girl  wae  growing  more  and  more  hysterical  every 
*  aiiaute. 

Harry  put  his  arm  through  hers  and  started  down  Dover 
"  street 

‘‘Come  on,  sis!’’  he  said,  reasoningly.  “We’ll  take  care 
cf  you.  You  did  the  wisest  thing  yoij  ever  did  when  you 
appealed  to  me.” 

Ned  walked  alongside  without  speaking.  This  was  Young 
King  Bradys  business,  and  he  did  not  want  to  interfere, 
Ahot  he  led  the  way  to  Southwick  street  in  triumph,  feeling 
that  at  last  he  had  secured  a  valuable  ally  and  would  soon 
have  something  to  report  to  the  police. 

When  they  reached  the  corner  where  Southwick  street 
turned  down  to  the  water,  Harry  halted. 

“Hold  on  a  minute.  Lulu,”  he  said;  “we  must  talk  this 
business  over  a  bit,  and  as  you  seem  to  be  quiet  now  is  the 
time.” 

“Gentlemen,  you  will  not  make  me  trouble?”  said  Lulu, 
nen'ously.  “Remember  you  are  both  strangers  to  me.” 
'  “  And  you  can  trust  us  both,  believe  me,”  replied  Harry, 
emphatically.  “Now  then,  Ned!” 

Ned  turned  into  Southwick  street  and  paused  before  the 
door  of  a  long  brick  building — the  furniture  factory  which 
Old  King  Brady  had  observed  and  w'hich  occupied  one  en¬ 
tire  side  of  the  street. 

He  opened  the  door  with  a  key  and  motioned  Harry  and 

won't  go  into  that  place!”  cried  Lulu,  drawing  back. 

“Then  we  can’t  help  you,”  said  Harry.  “See,  here  is  my 
cflirial  shield;  that  will  prove  to  you  that  I  am  just  what  I 
cLim  tx)  be,  Young  King  Brady,  the  detective.  Mr.  Francis 
It  SiiBO  a  detective  on  the  Boston  police.  He  is  now  watch¬ 
ing  that  hou.se — has  been  for  several  days.  He  will  tell 
you  what  wt  of  a  reputation  it  bears.” 

“It  i“  just  a  den  of  murderers  and  thieves!”  said  Ned. 
“I  cin’t  put  it  too  strongly.  If  your  sister  is  detained  in 
tifre  ehe  in  the  greatest  danger.” 

“Go  on  !”  criei-  Lulu,  desperately. 

Th^n  H  .  tv  led  her  into  the  darkness  of  the  old  factory 
tad  fl  f'd  and  locked  the  door. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

'.^_uAvr  }Jaud  air  rv  the  MVSTERior.s  house. 

ir,-  -  wa*  nothing  in  the  reception  which  Old 
--  Djamond  Dan  met  with  in  (he  Southwick 
wzdit  S'.njbodyA  en^picionfi. 


The  door  was  opened  by  an  old  colored  woman,  wlro  eyed 
them  suspiciously. 

“Is  Mr.  Bow’crs  at  liome?”  asked  Dan. 

“He  is,  sir,”  replied  the  old  woman,  civilly.  “What  is 
the  name?” 


“Tell  him  that  Mr.  Pulsford,  of  London,  and  a  friend 
have  called,”  replied  Dan,  and  the  old  w^oman,  leading  them 
to  the  door  of  a  neatly-furnished  recepj:ion-room,  retreated. 

Before  they  had  time  to  exchange  a  dozen  words  j\Ir. 
Bowers  put  in  an  appearance  and  greeted  Dan  most  cor¬ 
dially,  shaking  hands  with  Old  King  Brady,  -who  w'as  intro¬ 
duced  under  the  name  of  Mr.  Palmer. 

“Mr.  Pulsford,  1  am  glad  to  see  you,”  said  Bowers, 
blandly,  “and  any  friend  of  yours  must  be  ahvays  welcome 
to  my  poor  house,  but  I  know  3‘ou  of  old  and  I  know  that 
you  have  not  paid  me  this  early  morning  call  without  a 
motive.  Give  it  a  name.” 

“That’s  what  I’m  here  for,”  replied  Dan,  speaking  in  a 
rapid  way,  for  the  morphine  pill  was  beginning  to  tell  on 
him  now.  I  shall  speak  right  out.  Al,  Mr.  Palmer  is  one 
of  us.  We  will  come  right  down  to  business.” 

Dan  started  in  by  calling  Al  Bowers  his  dear  old  friend 
and  saying  that  he  knew  that  he  would  never  go  back  on 
him,  after  which  he  blurted  out  the  whole  business,  railing 
away  at  Spike  Taylor  and  making  all  kinds  of  boastful 
threats  against  the  man. 

“And  is  he  here?”  he  fiercely  demanded.  “Is  my  wife 
here?  Did  he  bring  those  jewels  here?  I  know  he  stole 
them  from  me.  Take  me  to  them  if  they  are  in  this  house! 
Let  me  stand  face  to  face  with  tlil^  treacherous  scoundrel ! 
Oh,  I’ll  make  him  sick.  I — I— 
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He  broke  down  and  shed  maudlin  tears.  , 

“Calm  yourself,  Dan!”  Bowers  said.  “Why,  my  dear 
fellow,  you  surprise  me !  You  actually  do.  1  will  be  frank 
with  you.  Spike  Taylor  was  here  day  before  yesterday,  and 
now  I  come  to  think  of  it  he  did  have  a  little  Gladstone  bag 
with  him,  but  he  never  said  one  word  about  having  made  a 
haul  nor  has  he  been  here  since.” 

“Then  he  isn’t  here  now?”  demanded  Diamond  Dan. 

“Certainly  not;  if  he  was  1  would  tell  you;  but - ” 

“Well,  why  do  you  stop?  Go  on,  go  on!  Tell  me  all 
}ou  know !”  cried  Dan,  growing  fierce  again. 


“Why  I  shall  want  want  to  know  just  what  this  gentle¬ 
man  has  to  do  with  the  business  before  1  say  any  more,” 
Bowers  replied. 

“He  is  prepared  to  take  that  stuff  off  my  hands  for  cash 
— to  pay  me  full  value !”  Dan  exclaimed. 

“Off  your  hands,  Dan.  Why,  my  dear  fellow,  it  strikes 
me  that  the  jewels  are  not  on  your  hands  very  much.” 

“Perhaps  they  are  on  your  hands,  Mr.  Bowers,”  said  Old 

King  Brady,  slyly.  “It  strikes  me  that  you  probably  know 

a  lot  more  than  vou  have  told.” 

«/ 

“I  know  nothing  more  than  I  have  told,  but  I  suspect 
a  whole  lot,”  was  the  reply.  Dan  is  my  old  friend,  and  I 
am  not  only  bound  to  believe  him,  bul  1  shall  most  eer- 
tainlv  stand  by  him  in  this  otm  rgency.  f  am  a  plain-spoken 
man,  Mr.  Palmer,  and  I  propose  to  speak  out  plainly  now. 
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1  lui\('  reason  to  believe  that  these  jewels  were  actually 
broii^fht  into  my  house  and  that  they  arc  here  at  the  present 
time.” 

“Is  that  so!  And  why?”  cried  Dan,  brightening  up. 

“Because  1  observed  that  when  Spike  Taylor  came  into 
iny  house  the  Gladstone  bag  was  heavy,  and  when  he  went 
out  again  it  was  light,”  replied  Bowers.  “You  see,  T  am 
also  an  observing  man,  Mr.  Palmer.  It  occurs  to  me  that 
Spike  may  have  hidden  the  jewels  somewhere  about  the 
room  he  occupied  while  here.’^ 

“Reasonable,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “but  that  concerns 
our  friend  Dan.’^  ' 

Friend  Dan  was  rapidly  preparing  trouble  for  himself. 

While  this  conversation  was  going  on  Old  King  Brady 
saw  him  slip  another  morphine  pill  into  his  mouth,  sly  as 
he  was  about  it. 

Already  it  had  told  on  him,  and  now  suddenly  his  jaw 
dropped  and  his  head  fell  back  against  the  wall  behind  him. 

“What  in  thunder  is  the  matter  with  you,  Dan?^’  cried 
A1  Bowers,  staring  at  him. 

“Sleepy,”  mumbled  the  diamond  crook. 

“Doped,  more  likely.” 

“Sleepy — only  sleepy,”  said  Dan.  His  eyes  closed  and 
he  dropped  off  into  an  uneasy  slumber,  his  limbs  twitching 
and  his  face  contorting  itself  into  unpleasant  shapes. 

Old  King  Brady  arose  and  beckoned  Bow'ers  to  the  other 
end  of  the  room. 

“He’s  badly  doped,”  he  said,  in  a  low  tone.  “Can’t  you 
see?” 

“  Oh,  indeed !” 

“Yes,  that's  what’s  the  matter  with  the  man;  but  say,  do 
we  need  him  in  on  this  deal  ?” 

“Not  that  1  see.  Are  you  prepared  to  pay  cash  for  these 
goods?” 

“I’d  like  to  see  them  before  1  answer  that  question.  That 
fellow  is  a  morphine  fiend.  He  has  been  hitting  it  up  ever 
since  we  left  New  York.” 

“Step  into  the  next  room.  I'll  lock  him  in  here  so  that 
we  can  put  our  finger  on  him  any  time  we  want  him.  Then 
we  can  talk  undisturbed.” 

d'he  next  room  was  fitted  up  as  a  parlor  in  quite  hand- 
.soine  style. 

“Now  to  l)usines.s,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I  am  anx¬ 
ious  to  get  back  to  New  York  just  as  (piick  as  1  can.” 

“I’m  ready.  We  will  search  the  room  in  which  Spike 
Taylor  slejd  when  he  was  here.  He  was  locked  in  the  room 
the  whole  of  one  day.  He  claimed  that  he  was  tired  and 
needefl  sleep.  Will  you  he  good  enough  to  follow-  me?” 

Bowers  did  not  immediately  leave  the  room,  hut  stood  for 
a  moin‘‘nt  or  two  talking  about  Diamond  Dan. 

“Gnnie,  come,  let  us  be  at  it!”  said  Old  King  Brady,  at 
hist. 

“I’ll  jn;!  lof-k  in  on  Dan  again,”  said  Bowers. 

'kb*  ^  did  ^o.  and  found  him  in  a  profound  sleej). 

Bou-r-'  throw  tipen  the  door  of  a  >inall  n=oui  wlrhli  ovor* 
lookifl  l!;;  V- .if‘ r,  .dfhough  tlii."^  fact  Old  King  Bnidy  did  n-d 
fb-rovrr  till  1  i!*!,  for  t‘H  shade  wn§  drawn  down  now. 


d’herc  was  a  cot  bed,  u  table,  a  chair,  and  a  bureau  in 
the  room,  all  of  the  plainest  description.  ' 

“Idiis  is  the  room  Spike  'fay lor  occupied,”  remarked 
Bowers,  .standing  in  the  doorway. 

“We  want  light  here  to  see  what  we  arc  about,’’  -aid  (lid 
King  Brady. 

lie  strode  to  the  window  and  pulled  up  the  shade. 

Then  he  saw  the  water,  d’here  was  no  house  nearer  than 
South  Boston  in  that  direction. 

Moreover,  the  window’  was  heavily  barred  on  the  outside. 

Suspicions  at  last  that  A1  Bowers  wms  playing  a  double 
game,  Old  King  Brady  wdieeled  around  to  find  that  liis  man 
had  vanished  and  the  door  w’as  closed. 

The  door  was  tight  locked. 

“Mr.  Bowers!  ]\tr.  Bowsers!”  shouted  Old  King  Brady, 
beating  on  the  panel. 

“Kindly  refrain  from  denting  my  door!”  the  bland  voiced 
of  Bow’ers  called  from  the  outside.  “Make  vourself  com- 
fortable.  You  cannot  possibly  get  out,  so  there  is  no  use 


of  trying.  In  a  few  moments  you  will  be  out  of  your  trou-  I 
bles,  so  don’t  worry,  my  good  man!”  ! 


“You  scoiindrel!  Let  me  out!”  .shouted  Old  King  Brady. 
“Let  me  out  or  it  will  be  the  w’orse  for  you!” 

He  did  not  beat  upon  the  door  again,  for  he  had  learned 
to  his  sorrow  that  it  was  made  of  iron. 

Backing  into  the  room  he  sat  down  upon  the  bed  and  tried 
to  think. 

“MTiat  is  the  matter  wdth  me?  Am  I  losing  my  grip?” 
he  asked  himself.  “I  can’t  seem  to  pull  myself  togethers 
These  walls  must  be  examined.  Something  must  be  done  at 
once.  1 — heavens!  It’s  ether!  I  smell  it!  They  are  blow- > 
ing  it  into  the  room. 

Staggering  to  Ills  feet  Old  King  Brady 'made  a  rush  fur* 
the  window^  and  tried  to  throw  up  the  sash. 

It  w’as  nailed  fast. 

His  brain  w'as  now’  reeling.  . — 

After  one  or  tw’o  further  efforts  to  pull  himself  togethc"'^ 
the  end  came. 


Old  King  Brady  was  as  hard  hit  as  he  had  ever  been  in 
his  life. 

He  dropped  upon  the  bed  and  his  head  fell  forward. 

The  last  he  remembered  was  hearing  the  bell  ring  again, 
and  a  voice  calling: 

“Hold  on!  He’s  got  enough!” 

Half  an  hour  later  Ned  Francis,  w’ho  was  watching  at  the 
time  in  the  ofiiee  of  the  old  factory  opposite,  saw  Mr.  Bow¬ 
ers  come  out  of  the  house,  well-groomed  and  smiling. 

Lighting  a  cigar,  he  w  alked  up  Southwick  street,  looking 
as  comfortable  and  as  well  satisfietl  with  himself  and  the 
world  as  any  man  in  the  Hub. 


(’H.VFTFR  XTL 


Lulu  Loves  fear  vani-hecl  when  Ned  Fniiwis*,  havii^ 
lighted  his  dark  1-anlern,  led  her  into  a  htih.  tgbre 
'  hUrly.  fatlierly  booking  old  g'  Ulh  tt^an  sal 
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Tiiis  n  an  \\  is  supj>»i>od  tj  b-  tho  watohinan  in  charije  of 
y.e  1'kI  fai!  i\.  and  {m  ipK*  in  tlie  neighborhood  luul  been 
^old  thst  was  his  sviu. 

“Mr.  l  iters,  this  is  \  oiing  King  Brady,”  said  Ned,  in- 
iUHlueing  Harry,  “and  this  young  lady  is  Miss  Lulu  I.K)ve,” 
“Olavl  to  know  you,  Mr.  Brady,”  said  the  old  man,  short- 

S  Then  as  he  turned  his  eyes  upon  the  girl  he  added : 
“I've  St  on  you  before.” 

1^';  “\ou  have.”  replied  Ned.  me  tell  you  her  story; 

but -first  is  thyre  anything  new?” 

“No.  IIe'.s  there — that's  all.” 

“Have  you  seen  Old  King  Brady  come  out  yet?” 

“No.” 

•‘Nor  the  Englishman?” 

-‘No.  Nobody  came  out  except  this  girl.  What  about 

her?” 

Ned  Francis  told  Lulu’s  story,  and  the  girl  gave  some  ad¬ 
ditional  points. 

>  “It’s  just  as  I  supposed,”  said  Peters.  “There’s  doping 
going  on  in  there  sure.  Do  you  dope,  young  woman?” 

“Never!”  cried  Lulu,  bristling  up.  “i  never  smoked 
opium  in  my  life.” 

“And  your  sister?  1  take  notice  you  don’t  say  anything 
about  her.” 

“She  sometimes  does.  I’m  afraid,”  admitted  Lulu,  reluct¬ 
antly. 

“And  her  husband?” 

.  “You  mean  Mr.  Taylor?” 

“I  don’t  know  how  many  husbands  she  has,”  snapped  Pet¬ 
ers.  “I  mean  the  man  we  were  talking  about  just  now.” 
“lie's  a  fiend,” 

*‘A  dope^^nd?” 

“Yes,  he  ^bkes  all  the  time.” 

“There  you  are,  Francis,”  said  Peters.  “I  don’t  believe 
thej^hil^^iing  w-orse  about  that  house  than  it’s  a  hop- 
I’ve  said  so  from  the  first.” 

“You  are  dead  wrong,”  retorted  Ned. 

“.Afaybe.  Can  I  go?” 

‘•Not  yet.  Call  up  the  station.  Tell  them  to  hold  re- 
.'-fv  -  in  readiness  for  a  raid  on  11  Southwick.” 

Peters  grumblingly  went  to  the  telephone,  which  had 
put  into  the  office  for  the  use  of  the  detectives. 

Ilarrv  had  la-m  whispering  to  Ned  while  Lulu  was  tell- 
her  ■'tory,  and  he  resumed  his  wdiispering  now. 
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don’t  succeed  in  getting  at  your  sister  in  any  other  way. 
That  I  promise  you,”  added  Ned. 

*  “I’ll  do  just  as  you  say,”  replied  Lulu.  “  But  1  wish  you 
would  let  me  go  with  you.  I’m  one  of  the  kind  who  want 
to  be  doing  something  all  the  while.  Anything  is  better 
than  staying  here.” 

“\Yhy  not?”  asked  Harry. 

“I  see  no  reason  why  she  should  not  go,”  replied  Ned. 
“If  your  theory  is  correct  she  might  turn  out  to  be  of  some 
use.” 

“Peters!”  cried  Ned. 

“A’’es,  sir.” 

“If  I’m  not  back  here  inside  of  half  an  hour  send  for 
the  reserves  and  raid  the  house.” 

“All  right,  Mr.  Francis,”  replied  Peters,  airfl  he  began  to 
fill  a  fresh  pipe. 

Then  Ned,  again  bringing  his  lantern  into  commission, 
led  the  way  to  the  end  of  the  long  building,  and  opened  a 
door  which  brought  them  out  onto  the  bulkhead, 

“There  is  a  boat  here,”  he  said.  “It  belongs  to  me.  I 
tied  it  up  here  when  I  first  took  the  matter  in  hand.  As  I 
told  you  before,  Brady,  I  took  a  look  under  the  bulkhead. 
I  assure  you  there  is  nothing  to  be  seen.” 

He  descended  by  a  standing  ladder  and  pulled  out  a  small 
rowboat  from  under  the  bulkhead,  Harry  getting  in  and 
helping  Lulu -down. 

Ned  then  pulled  in  under  the  bulkhead,  which  was  about 
ten  feet  wide,  advancing  until  they  came  alongside  the 
foundations  upon  which  the  mysterious  house  rested.  Harry 
had  his  dark  lantern  out,  and  he  now  flashed  it  up  and 
down  the  wall. 

“Now  you  see.  There’s  no  opening  there,”  said  Ned. 

“Then  what’s  this  boat  hitched  here  to  the  spile  for?” 
questioned  Harry.  “1  tell  you,  man,  there  must  be  an  open¬ 
ing.  Pull  in  closer.  1  want  a  near  view  of  that  wall.” 

It  was  done,  and  Harry  scanned  every  part  of  the  wall 
with  close  attention. 

All  at  once  Young  King  Brady  stood  up  and  seized  hold 
of  a  small  piece  of  rope  which  hung  down  from  the  Avail. 

“Here  we  are!”  ho  cried,  as  a  small  door  just  above  high- 
water  mark  swung  open.  “Strange  I  didn’t  see  that  roj)o 
when  1  looked  before.” 

The  door  was  of  Avood,  but  painted  to  represent  bricks 
and  match  the  rest  of  the  Avail,  Avhich  stood  on  a  foundation 
of  solid  stone. 

Inside  there  was  a  broad  step  and  another  door  beyond  it. 
Alongside  this  second  door  was  a  chute  (juite  large  enough 
to  admit  the  p/ssage  of  the  body  of  a  man. 

“By  heavens,  we  have  struck  it!”  cried  Nod.  “It’s 
through  that  chute  that  they  launch  the  bodi('s  of  ihe  crooks 
they  have  done  up  into  ihe  harbor,  sures^  thing.” 

Young  King  Brady  sprang  oul  upon  the  step. 

The  impetus  which  his  movenumt  gave  (lie  boat  sent 
it  flying  back. 

(!augbi  in  the  ebb  iidi*  il  passed  lieyond  llu*  door  before 
Ned  could  slop  it. 

Inslanily  tlu!  iighi  of  Hurry’s  lanlern  vanished. 
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“Oh,  ohl’^  screamed  Lulu.  “They’ve  shut  the  door  on 
him.’’ 

“Hush!”  breathed  Ned,  and  he  pulled  back  to  the  place, 
to  find  it  as  the  girl  had  said. 

Not  only  was  the  door  shut,  but  all  the  pulling  Ned  could 
do  on  the  rope  had  no  effect. 

“By  heavens,  they’ve  trapped  him!”  gasped  Ned. 
“Brady  is  caught  in  that  fearful  house.” 

“What  shall  we  do?”  cried  Lulu. 

“There’s  only  one  thing  to  do,”  j’eplied  Ned,  pulling  vig¬ 
orously,  “and  that  is  to  call  out  the  reserves  and  raid  the 
house  as  quick  as  we  possibly  can.” 

****** 

Old  King  Brady  came  back  to  consciousness  in  a  very 
different  sort  of  apartment  from  the  one  in  which  he  had 
been  entrapped. 

It  was  a  long,  narrow  room,  elegantly  fitted  up  with  rugs 
and  low  divans,  but  beyond  a  chair  or  two  there  was  no 
other  furniture,  the  elegance  coming  in  on  the  rich  and 
costly  hangings  which  concealed  the  walls  and  an  antique 
lamp  suspended  from  the  ceiling,  which  shed  a  mellow 
light  over  the  place. 

The  old  detective’s  head  was  still  swimming,  and  it  was 
all  he  could  do  to  hold  himself  together. 

Slowly  staggering  to  his  feet  he  went  reeling  about  the 
room. 

But  the  effort  did  him  good,  and  in  a  few  moments,  al¬ 
though  suffering  terribly,  he  was  able  to  gain  control  of  his 
limbs. 

There  was  no  door  to  the  place,  nor  any  trace  of  a  win¬ 
dow. 

His  revolver  was  gone,  and  some  of  his  money,  also  his 
knife  and  a  few  other  things,  but  the  contents  of  his  secret 
pockets  were  undisturbed,  and  here  he  had  a  small  derringer 
which  he  kept  for  emergencies  and  also  a  thousand  and  odd 
dollars  in  bills. 

It  was  just  at  this  instant  that  Old  King  Brady  became 
conscious  of  the  presence  of  someone  in  the  room. 

Springing  to  his  feet  again,  he  perceived  a  white-robed 
figure  advancing  toward  him. 

It  was  a  man,  evidently,  the  feet  showed  that,  and  when 
the  figure  spoke  the  voice  was  easily  recognized  as  that  of 
Bowers. 


So  >011  have  come  back  to  life  again  after  these  many 
hours,  friend  Brady,”  were  the  words.  “It  is  w'ell!  It  will 
give  you  time  to  prepare  for  death,  and  mark  you,  old  man, 
that  is  close  at  hand.” 


“Death  is  ever  close  at  hand  with  all  of  us.”  rejdied  tl 
detective,  steadily.  “I  warn  you,  however,  how  vou  seek 
bring  about  -uy  death;  retribution  is  sure  to  follow,” 
Lii-uigh!  I  want  no  talk.  Look  behind  you,’* 

1  lu*  deti  etive  did  so. 

'Ihere  .to-d  ano-ther  white-robed  figure,  and  in  the  hui 
wss  a  :  oekrd  n v.lvor  aimed  at  the  d-tectiveV  head. 


'Ha,"  =aul  !>!,!  K 

wljf!  f  hi!  Vi  V  oil  d'  !| I 


ing  Itradv,  f  iring  about  Again. 
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“That  is  nothing  to  you,  I  presume  you  notice  tliat  I 
know  you.” 

“I  noticed  that  you  called  my  name — yes.” 

“You  are  knowm.  Dan  is  all  right,  I  will  inform  you. 
He  is  an  old  friend,  and  he  has  decided  to  join  me  in  tlie 
profitable  business  which  I  have  been  conducting  in  this 
house.  Naturally  we  don’t  want  a  detective  as  a  partner, 
hence  your  death  is  necessary.  All  the  same  I  am  going  to 
humor  you.  It  w^as  to  recover  the  John  street  jewels  that 
you  got  next  to  Dan  and  humbugged  him  into  believing  that 
you  were  willing  to  sell  out  to  him  when  it  is  well  known 
that  the  Bradys  never  do  anything  of  the  sort.  I  found  the-- 
jewels  before  you  ever  entered  this  house.  T  have  them  now. 
In  due  time  my  friend  Dan  shall  have  his  share.  As  for 
Spike  Taylor,  thief  that  he  was  t.o  rob  his  old  pal,  he  has 
already  paid  the  penalty  of  his  meanness.  He  has  traveled 
the  road  which  you  are  going  to  travel.  Follow  me,  old* 
man,  and  your  eyes  shall  feast  on  the  John  street  jewels  be¬ 
fore  you  die,  and  at  the  same  time  I  shall  treat  you  to  a  lit-^ 
tie  surprise.” 

The  white-robed  speaker  threw  aside  a  section  of  the 
hangings,  disclosing  the  secret  panel  which  Old  King  Brady  ! 
had  failed  to  find. 

“Advance!”  called  the  white  robe  behind  the  detective,  ^ 

And  between  the  two  Old  King  Brady  passed  through  the 
secret  panel,  which  immediately  closed.  >  j 

******  1 


Harry  was  taken  entirely  by  surprise  by  the  sudden  slam¬ 
ming  of  the  secret  door  behind  him. 

No  doubt  the  pull  on  the  rope  communicated  with  some 
signal,  for  instantly  the  inner  door  opened,  and  Young 
King  Brady  found  himself  confronted  by  two  wliite-robed 
figures,  who  planked  cocked  revolvers  at  his  head.  I 

“Who  are  you?  Speak,  or  you  die!”  cried  one  in  a  thun-  J 
derous  voice,  while  the  other  flashed  a  lanta:**-^. 
face,  exclaiming  as  he  did  so : 

“Thunder  and  guns!  It’s  little  Brady!  He's  looking  for  * 
the  old  man!” 

“Then,  by  Jove,  he's  just  in  time!  We  seem  to  be  doing 
a  wholesale  business  to-night.  Advance,  young  man!  As¬ 
cend  these  stairs.  Hold  back,  attempt  to  draw  any  weap¬ 
on  vou  may  have,  make  anv  move  to  defend  vourself,  and 
you  instantly  die!” 

Harry  never  uttered  a  word. 

So  he  followed  the  white-robed  figures,  which  backed  up. 
the  stairs,  kee])ing  him  covered  all  the  while. 

Passing  through  a  little  door,  Harry  found  hims«  If  n  * 
the  parlor  of  Mr.  Bowers’  house. 


Here  he  had  a  wait  of  nearly  half  an  hour.  *  'irg  gw.  ’ J  J 
by  one  of  the  white  robes  all  the  while. 

“Ned  Francis  won’t  go  back  on  me,"  h.  ^  pt  .  eir.g  t’ 
himself.  “If  they  only  he-ld  me  here  lor.g  er..mgh  P'v 
will  surely  be  jsulled.” 

At  la.  t  the  whi-e  robe  with  the  p  v  r  lurtv  d, 
widi  him  eame  another. 
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Kiii^  lirady,  who  had  never  opened  his  mouth 
irst  moment  of  his  capture,  obeyed. 
tSie  deep-Yoiv\'d  fiirure  in  the  lead  and  two  behind 
walkt^d  oiit  of  the  room,  through  a  hall  into  the 
iliwl.;oh  Old  King  Brady  and  Diamond  Dan  had  been 

etfiV'.  d.  * 

fhere  st  :  d  Old  King  Brady  with  his  back  turned,  and  a 
vhite-i  Trd  figure  in  front  of  him  with  his  hand  raised 
r^a  queer  little  door  in  the  side  of  the  wall. 

JpoTi  a  table  before  him  was  an  open  box  filled  with 
JUSSI  diamonds^ and  other  precious  stones. 

’  avensi  The  John  street  jewels!”  thought  Har- 
“  A'o  how,  the  (iovernor  brought  up  at  the  right  shop.” 

”Nl>w,  then,  Brady,  behold  the  hand  of  fate!”  cried  the 
mar  the  table.  “Your  fate  and  the  fate  of  one  who 
icinds  l»ehind  vou:  but  3'ou  are  not  to  look  around  yet. 
p^hoid:*’ 

As  the  white-robed  figure  opened  the  little  door  an  arm 
out  from  behind  the  curtain,  the  forefinger  pointing 

S  the  box. 

“Behold  the  John  street  jewels,  Brady!”  a  deep  voice 
■Tied. 

It  wa.s  the  voice  of  Diamond  lYm. 

Old  King  Brady  made  a  rush  forward  as  though  to  seize 
the  hand,  w’hen  at  the  same  instant  a  crash  was  heard  in 
the  hall  outside. 

'instantly  the  arm  was  withdrawn,  and  the  old  detec¬ 
tive  had  Bowers  by  the  throat  and  had  torn  off  his  head- 
eear. 

Harry  divined  his  partner’s  purpose,  and  was  just  as 
quick. 

He  had  observed  that  his  conductors  had  pocketed  their 
I^BBvolvers,  and  this  the  sounds  outside  gave  him 


''yirage. 


.  Then  it  was  biff — bang! 

' wh i . got  it  under  the  chin,  and  the  next  be¬ 
eves,  and  both  were  floored  in  time  for  Harrv’  to 
t  ic^  the  third,  who  was  trying  to  climb  through  the  little 
door. 

Ont  fame  A'opng  King  Brady’s  revolver  now,  and  he  had 
^he  Mlow  dead  to  rights,  when  Ned  Francis,  followed  by 
polirom<^n,  came  bursting  into  the  room,  with  Lulu 
Vd.'nd  them  -  creaming  out  that  she  wanted  her  sister, 
*o‘.v!d  to  t  -;e  *)nf  -ion  of  the  scene. 

**.*.:!  r  nr.-d.-r  arrest  here!”  shouted  Ned. 

"  !i,  tji.;  situation,  he  added : 
t  f  -  tin-  Brad  .  si  They  have  saved  us  the  trouble, 
k'  -  a  t-  in  ahead!” 
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at  the  station  house,  after  the  house  had  been  thoroughly 
overhauled  and  its  mysteries  laid  bare. 

A1  Bowers  proved  to  be  Old  King  Brady’s  capture.  Har¬ 
ry’s  trio  were  three  well-known  crooks. 

Hiding  under  a  bed  in  an  adjoining  room  was  Diamond 
Dan,  so  full  of  morphine  that  he  speedily  sank  into  uncon¬ 
sciousness,  from  w'hich  all  the  efforts  of  the  doctors  failed 
to  save  him.  By  morning  he  was  dead. 

“Julie,”  Lulu  Love’s  sister,  was  found  in  an  upper  room 
in  nearly  as  bad  a  condition,  but  she  revived  later. 

Spike  Taylor  was  not  found,  but' a  week  later  his  dead 
body  turned  up  in  the  bay. 

That  he  was  drugged  to  death  and  thrown  down  the  chute 
there  can  be  no  doubt,  although  Bowers  refused  to  confess 
and  the  others  denied  any  knowledge  of  the  man. 

The  next  night  Bowsers  poisoned  himself  in  his  cell,  so  but 
little  of  the  secrets  of  the  mysterious  house  w'ere  ever  learn¬ 
ed. 

The  three  crooks  went  to  Concord  State’s  prison  on  long 
terms,  but  all  that  could  ever  be  learned  from  them  shed  but 
little  light  on  the  mysterious  affair. 

Lulu  Love  and  her  sister  were  released  througli  Old  King 
Brady’s  influence,  and  promptly  flitted  to  parts  unknown. 

The  next  day  the  Bradys  returned  to  New  York  in  tri¬ 
umph,  bearing  with  them  the  John  street  jewels. 

Of  course  Mr.  Yatrnan’s  joy  w^as  unbounded  when  he 
learned  of  their  recovery. 

The  old  jeweler,  after  carefully  going  over  them,  declared 
that  very  few  of  the  jewels  were  missing. 

When  he  came  to  reward  the  detectives  he  was  most  lib¬ 
eral,  but  they  had  to  wait  awhile,  until  he  had  time  to 
turn  some  of  his  jewels  into  cash. 

Young  Hughes  retained  his  job,  but  never  tried  to  be  a 
detective  again. 

Now  that  it  was  all  over  Old  King  Brady  gave  the  facts 
of  the  case  to  the  reporters. 

Of  course,  added  fame  came  to  the  famous  detectives 
thereby. 

For  several  days  the  reigning  sensation  was  the  strange 
story  of  the  Bradys  and  Diamond  Dan. 

THE  END. 

Read  “THE  BRADYS  ON  BADMAN’S  ISLAND;  OR, 
TRAPPING  THE  TEXAS  TERROR,”  which  will  be  the 
next  number  (293)  of  “Secret  Service.)” 


SPECIAL  NOTICE:  All  back  numbers  of  this  weekly 
are  always  in  print.  If  you  cannot  obtain  them  from  any 
newsdealer,  send  the  price  in  money  or  postage  stamps  by 
mail  to  FRANK  TOIJSEY,  PUBLISHER,  21  UNION 
SQUARE,  NEW  YORK,  and  you  will  receive  the  copies 
you  order  by  return  mail. 
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These  Books  Tell  You  Everything! 

A  COMPLETE  SET  IS  A  REGULAR  ENCYCLOPEDIA! 


BaA  book  consists  of  sixty-four  pages,  printed  on  good  paper,  in  clear  type  and  neatly  bound  in  an  attractive,  illustrated  eover; 
Moat  of  the  books  are  also  profusely  illustrated,  and  all  of  the  subjects  treated  upon  are  explained  in  such  a  simple  manner  that  an| 
child  can  thoroughly  understand  them.  Look  over  the  list  as  classified  and  see  if  you  want  to  know  anything  about  the  aubjech 
mentioned. 


THESE  BOOKS  ARE  FOR  SALE  BY  ALL  NEWSDEALERS  OR  WILL  PE  SENT  BY  MAIL  TO  ANY  ADDRESl 


FROM  THIS  OFFICE  ON  RECEII'T  OF  PRICE,  TEN  CEm'S  EACH,  OR  ANY  THREE  BOOKS  FOR  TWENTY-nV 
CENTS.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY.  Address  FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  SquartT  N.I 


MESMERISM. 

No.  81.  HOW  TO  MESMERIZE.— Containing  the  most  ap¬ 
proved  methods  of  mesmerism ;  also  how  to  cure  all  kinds  of 
diseases  by  animal  magnetism,  or,  magnetic  healing.  By  Prof.  Leo 
Hugo  Koch,  A.  C.  S.,  author  of  “How  to  Hypnotize,”  etc. 


PALMISTRY. 

No.  82.  HOW  TO  DO  PALMISTRY.— Containing  the  most  ap¬ 
proved  methods  of  reading  the  lines  on  the  band,  together  with 
a  full  explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  explaining  phrenology, 
and  the  key  for  telling  character  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  By 
Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.  C.  S.  F’ully  illustrated. 

HYPNOTISM. 

No.  83.  HOW  TO  HYPNOTIZE —Containing  valuable  and  in¬ 
structive  informition  regarding  the  science  of  hypnotism.  Also 
explaining  the  most  approved  methods  which  are  employed  by  the 
leading  hypnotists  of  the  world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.C.S. 


SPORTING. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The  most  complete 
hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full  in¬ 
structions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishing, 
together  with  descriptions  of  game  and  fish. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAT.— Fully 
illustrated.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat. 
Full  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
A  complete  treatise  on  the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road ;  also  valuable  recipes  for 
diseases  peculiar  to  the  horse.  < 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  OANOES.- A  handy 
book  for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
and  the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them.  Fully  illustrated. 
By  C.  Stansfield  Hicks. 


FORTUNE  TELLING. 

No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND  DREAM  BOOK.— 
Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny ;  also  the  true  mean¬ 
ing  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  witlx  charms,  ceremonies, 
end  curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— Everybody  dreams, 
from  the  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 
gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky 
and  unlucky  days,  and  “Napoleon’s  Oraculum,”  the  book  of  fate. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES.— Everyone  is  desirous  of 
knowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or 
misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little 
book.  Buy  one  and  be  convinced.  Tell  your  own  fortune.  Tell 
the  fortune  of  your  friends. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY  THE  HAND.— 
Containing  rules  for  telling  fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand, 
or  the  .secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of  telling  future  events 
by  aid  of  moles,  marks,  scars,  etc.  Illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson'. 


ATHLETIC. 

No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.- Giving  full  in¬ 
struction  for  the  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars, 
horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
healthy  muscle;  containing  over  sixty  illustrations.  Every  boy  can 
become  strong  and  healthy  by  following  the  instructions  contained 
In  this  little  book. 

No.  It).  HOW  TO  BOX.—  The  art  of  self-defense  made  easy. 
Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  differ¬ 
ent  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of 
these  useful  and  instructive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
wititout  an  instructor. 

No.  2.7.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— Containing  full 
in..trucf ions  for  all  kinds  of  gvrnnastic  sports  and  athletic  cxerci.ses. 
Embr»i<-ing  thirty-five  illu.st rations.  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald. 
A  bandy  and  useful  book. 

No.  3  4.  HOW  TO  FFVt'E  Containing  full  instruction  for 
fpTi'  irig  and  the  ufe  of  the  brtnidsword  ;  also  instruction  in  .nrehery. 
I )c^frilKd  with  twenty-one  prnctical  illustrations,  giving  the  best 
pOiiifioas  in  fencing.  A  ‘ompb-te  book. 

TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. 

No.  .71.  now  TO  DO  TRICK.S  WITH  CARDS. -Containing 

exp!<inrit ions  of  tlie  general  pimeiplea  xif  sleiglit -of -b.and  nppli  able 
to  card  fri>k«.  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary  cards,  and  le.t  re<iuiring 
•leighf  of  band  ;  of  fri  'ks  involving  .sleight  of  band,  or  lli.-  iisie  «.f 
•pevlally  pirv.irfl  cards.  By  Profvstor  Hafftie'-  11.3.  ii..iid 


No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— En 
bracing  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  i 
lustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.- 
Containing  deceptive  Card  Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjuror 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrate^  '* 


MAGIC. 

No.  2.  now  TX)  DO  TRICKS. — The  great  book  of  magic  an 
bard  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  trick 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  b, 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  boo’ 
as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller’s  second  si-h 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  hoi 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  th 
boy  on  the  stage ;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signMs.  The  onJ; 
authentic  explanation  of  seco;nd  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN.— Containing 
grandest  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  th 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc.  i 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  ove 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemical! 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND.— Containing  ove 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  -tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contain 


ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  At 
No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  fu 


Anderson 


directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  B 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS.— Showing 
many  curious  tx-icks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  75.  H07Y  TO  BECOME  A  CONJUROR.  —  Containin 
tricks  with  Dominos,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracinj 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— Containing  a  con 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Ilan< 
together  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Andersoi 
Illustrated. 


MECHANIC* 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  INVENTOR.— Every  boi 

should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  the 
all,  giviiig  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  opti 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  publish 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINi^ER. — Containing  ‘ 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  oti ve 

gineer ;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotivcl^c  s 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  57.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRFMENTS.— « 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  *Holian  Harp,  XyK 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments ;  together  with  a  brief  ji 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  Fitzgera 
for  twenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Rovnl  Bengal  Marines. 

No.  59.  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN.— Containi 
a  description  of  the  laatern,  together  with  its  history  and  invontlo 
.Vlso  full  directions  for  lU  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsome 
illustratexl.  By  John  Allen. 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS.- Coutaiifi 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Trie 
By  A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 


LETTER  WRITING. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.— A  most  cC»: 
plete  little  l>ook,  containing  full  directions  for  writ.ng  buo  Ictt« 
and  when  to  xise  them,  giving  specim-  n  b  tt.-rs  for  vt'une  and 
No.  12.  HOW  IX)  WRITE  LEITEUS  TO  I-Al  »1ES  -  CivU 
complete  instructions  for  writing  left,  rs  to  badie*  on  all  sr.l  'od 
also  U'tters  of  introduction,  notes  nnd 

No.  24.  now  TO  WRITE  TETTFlVs  TO  GFNTT  F^fEN- 
(Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  g.-ntlenicn  cn  all  aubied 
also  giving  i^ample  letters  f,»r  inEfnii-Uon 

No.  r*3  HOW  TO  WRI'I'E  LFTl'ERS  A  TrunJerful  lit 

lHX>k.  telling  you  how  to  write  to  rmir  sweetheart,  ycur  fathi 
mother,  sister,  brother,  enipUxjer;  .•xml,  in  faet,  everr'Esiy  a^d  at 
o.!.V  you  wish  to  wrife  to.  Every  youi-.g  man  ani 
lady  in  thi*  land  should  b  fve  this  t>ook 

.  WtHTE  1  FTlFltS  C(>RREi'Tl.Y 

iftinuic  lUll  iTistrurtious  f(>r  \\  ruing  ^\\y  tttl 

al.co  rules  for  punctuation  nud  with  ap«ciiuw 


THE  STAGE. 

41.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S  JOKE 

r,*0©ot*ining  a  great  vanetv  of 


l..M^taming  a  g^at  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  byTh“ 

.rfunittrSook':"  wifhiut 


,  iS.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER - 
-i=j:  «  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 

r^aia^u7sh?wr  amuae- 

s1?k'F  SompthwS^  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 

•  ^‘~K  ^  and  very  instructive.  Every 

keuld  obUm  this  book,  ^  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or- 
an  smateiir  minstrel  troupe. 

^  ML'LDOON’S  JOKES.-— This  is  one  of  the  most  original 

and  It  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Im  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist,  and  practical  joker  of 

boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
g^ta  a  copy  immediately. 

Si,  id.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR. — Containing  com- 
r  ^rructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 

Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 
5  80.  Gt  S  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  the  lat- 
anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages;  handsome 
cover  cpntaining  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 


HOUSEKEEPING. 

0.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 


instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
untry,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
rs  at  homo.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub- 
iV^d. 

%o.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
OMooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
game,  and  oysters ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
IT,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 


J 


_  .  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
efSybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
bCEcketa,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 


ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de- 
•coption  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
toirthcr  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
•tt  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il- 
iMrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con- 
fcfeinf  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
BiR.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
I«ge  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
Upther  with  illustration^^^y  A.  Anderson. 


an^^BvA. 

enter™nment. 

0.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  W  VENTRILOQUIST.— By  Harry 
The  secret  given  away.  Every  intellipnt  boy  reading 
^ook  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi- 
il‘' j  ey#-rv  n(^^A..witIi'*hi8  w'onderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
^•li^'irTeanyamount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
Hn^k  ever  published,  and  there’s  a 

>  •  2(k  how  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
^4  gam  a,  .snorts,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 


*^han  anv  book  published.  ^  ^ 

N'o  37.  HOW  TO  PLAY  OAAIES.-A  complete  and  useful  ^ 


the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 


SSjCjotj,  crc^net.  domjnow, 


HOW  TO  SOLVE  ’ CONUNDRUMS.— Containing  all 
til  leading  T^^r.'indrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 


bin.  C 


^6?  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS.— A  complete  and  handy  little 
giving  thp  rules  and  full  directions  for  jijay mg  Euc^re.^Cnb- 


Aietion 


ion  fMrh  An*^  Foiirs.’and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 
Km.  HinV  TO  DO  P''ZZLES.— Containing  over  tbr^  hun- 


Uortv-Five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 


••ma*  j;'. 

Mcjr.  '/ 

*'''  ■ 


z  n  ./.zies  and  conundrums,  w'ith  key  to  same.  A 
i  u.iy  iiluatrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

rto-  TO  rrfnlfBOok  of  F/nOtTETTE-It 

’*  ‘hat  e/r  ry  young  man  desires  to  know 

Ifl  liKHA  Vu'  ‘‘^’ontaining  the  rules  and  etiquette 
.  !  .  V  t  ai  d  rn<,  '  approved  methods  of  ap- 

'  3  balio,  the  theatre,  church,  and 


.7 


at  par^ 


TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.— Containing  four¬ 
teen  Illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  becom* 
speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  from 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  most 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  conducting  do¬ 
nates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  beat 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 


no-;  TO  *A"*Ti'°ok  or  nEctTATioNS. 

Hy.r  Kl.vlir  ^  ^  ^  ^  ffnnpni  irjg  Du  'di 

r..r  ..  f.,-  J,  .-J  .  .  fj.Hjirt  pl.-'t.  tog'llur 


XT  «  „  SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  ar# 
^^pisioed  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  con¬ 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  ia 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cauuot  be  happy 
without  one. 

.  No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsome 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball-room  and  at  parties, 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  love, 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  the 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  the 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.- One  of  the 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world. 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  book 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 


Iff' 


'i  f*  art. 


BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Handsomely  illustrated  and 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  tha 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  AND 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  now  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hintt 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds. 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harrington 

No.*  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A 
valuable  book,  giving  iustructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  now  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  com¬ 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets ;  also  giving  full 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eight 
illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  evtt 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  a  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  Ifl* 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry ;  also  ex¬ 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  *mathematic8,  chemistry,  and  di¬ 
rections  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons.  Thii 
book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  complete  hand-book  fof 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice-cr««m,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  19.— FRANK  TOUSEY’S  UNITED  STATES  DISTANCBI 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE.— Giving  th« 
official  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  the  United  States  and 
Canada.  Also  table  of  distances  by  water  to  foreign  ports,  hack 
fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the  census,  etc.,  etc.,  making 
it  one  of  the  most  complete  and  handy  books  published 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won¬ 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in  th* 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  com¬ 
plaints. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— Con¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  dolns.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— Bv  Old  King  Brady, 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  valuabl# 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventuret 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  now  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.— Contain¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  bow  to  work  it; 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  other 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  W. 
Abney. 

No.  62.  now  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET, — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance, 
course  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Poat 
Guard.  Police  Regulofions,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  should 
know  to  be  a  Cadet,  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Seniircns,  author 
of  “How  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  RECOME  A  NAVAL  OADEP.  Complete  In- 
structiona  of  bow  to  gain  adrnisfiion  to  (lie  Annapolis  Naval 
Acndetny.  Abo  contfiining  the  conne  of  lintnictlon,  dcM-riptlon 
of  grounds  and  buildings, 


gs,  historical  tikctch,  niid  everything  n  boy 
-thoViId  know  to  become  an  officer  In  the  United  St.nfea  Navy.  Com¬ 
piled  and  wrlt(;;n  by  lai^  Si-narenu,  author  of  'TIow  to  Become  g 


m..  t.t  A  fillT. 


w*  ;♦  F’olnt  Military  Cadet. 

10  CENTS  EACH,  OR  3  FOR  25  CENTS. 

v  chi.Mi.i-r.  24  Piiiou  Square,  Mow  York. 
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BLUE  AND  GRAY  WEEKLY 


Stories  of  Brave  Northern  and 
Southern  Boys  in  the  Civii  War 


BY  LIEUT.  HARRY  LEE 


wr  EACH  NUMBER  COMPLETE  A  32-PAGE  BOOK  FOR  5  GENTS ! 

DO  NOT  FAIL  TO  BUY  A  COPY  '*8 


A  New  Story  Will  Be  PxiblisKed  Every  Week 


All  of  these  stirring  stories  are  based  on  historical  facts.  They  relate  the  exciting  adventures  of  two  gallant  young 
officers  in  the  rebellion.  Each  alternate  story  deals  with  the  North  and  South.  There  is  absolutely  no  partisan¬ 
ship  shown.  In  one  story  the  exploits  of  Captain  Jack  Clark,  of  the  Fairdale  Blues,  is  given.  In  the  next. 
Captain  Will  Prentiss  figures  with  his  company,  the  Virginia  Grays.  Thus,  both  sides  of  the  war  are  shown  in  the 
most  impartial  manner.  You  will  like  the  stories  of  the  South  as  well  as  you  will  like  those  of  the  North.  Both  are 
replete  with  daring  incidents,  great  battles  and  thrilling  military  situations.  An  interesting  love  theme  runs  through 
each  story.  Read  the  following  numbers ;  they  will  be  issued  on  the  dates  given  below : 


NO. 


ISSUED 

1  Off  to  the  War;  or,  T5he  Boys  in  Blue  Mustered  In  Aug.  12 

2  At  the  Front;  or,  Boys  in  Graty  in  Battle  ^  19 

3  Holding  the  Lines  or,  'Bhe  Boys  in  Blue's  Great  Defen^[^TKig.  26 

4  On  a.  Forced  March;  or,  IShe  Boys  in  Gray  to  the  Rescue  Sept.  2 

5  Through  the  Lines;  or,  Boys  in  Blue  on  a.  Raid  Sept. 

6  Prisoners  of  War;  or,  “Bhe  Boys  in  Gray  in  Limbo  S^pt.  16^ 

7  On  Special  Service;  or,  Boys  in  Blue  in  Danger  Sept.  23 

8  Bivouac  and  Battle;  or,  “(She  Boys  in  Gray's  Hard  Campaign  Sept.  30 


i 
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For  Sale  by  All  Newsdealers,  or  will  be  Sent  to  Any  Address  on  Receipt  of  Price,  5  Cents  jier  Copy,  by 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher  No.  24  UNION  SQUARE.  NEW  YORK 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 

Of  our  Librariei  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtai  ned  from  this  office  direct  Cut  out  and  fill 
ta  the  following  Order  Blank  and  send'  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  books  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  by  ro- 
- - "  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 


turn  mail 


FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York.  . 

Dear  Sir — Enclosed  find . cents  for  which  ple<ase  send  me: 

copies  of  WOKK  AND  WIN,  Nos . 

“  “  WILD  WEST  WEEKLY,  Nos . . . !’’’ 

“  “  FRANK  READE  WEEKLY,  Nos . ’’’ 

“  “  PT.UOK  AND  LUCK,  Nos . ’*[’ 

^  «  SECRET  SERVICE,  Nos . . . ’ . !  *  ’  ’  ‘  ] 

«  ^  «  TUE  liberty  boys  of  Nos . . !!!!! 

“  “  BLUE  AND  GRAY  WEEKLY,  Nos . .  .  .  . 

**  “  Ten-Cent  Hand  Books,  Nos . 

Name . Street  and  No . Towty . State. 
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SECRET  SERVICE 


OLD  AAD  VOUNG  KING  BIUDY,  DETECTIVES. 

PRICE  5  CTS.  32  PAGES.  COLORED  COVERS.  ISSUED  WEEKLY 


LATEST  ISSUES: 


208  The  Bradys  on  the  Bowery  ;  or.  The  Search  for  a  Missing  Girl. 
2UU  The  Bradys  and  the  Bawubroker  ;  or,  A  Very  Mysterious  Case. 

210  The  Bradys  and  the  Goid  l-'akirs ;  or,  Working  for  the  Mint. 

211  The  Bradys  at  Bonanza  Bay  ;  or,  Working  on  a  Million  Dollar 

Clew-. 

212  The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Riders ;  or,  The  Mysterious  Murder  at 
'  Wlldtowu. 

213  The  Bradys  and  Senator  Slam ;  or.  Working  With  Washington 

Crooks. 

214  The  Bradys  and  the  Man  from  Nowhere  ;  or.  Their  Very  Hardest 

Case. 

215  The  Bradys  and  “No.  1)9”  ;  or.  The  Search  for  a  Mad  Million¬ 

aire. 

216  The  Bradys  at  BafBn’s  Bay  ;  or.  The  Trail  M  hich  Led  to  the  Arc¬ 

tic. 

217  The  Bradys  and  Gim  Lee;  or.  Working  a  Clew’  in  Chinatown. 

218  The  Bradys  and  the  •‘Yegg”  Men  ;  or.  Seeking  a  Clew  on  the 

Road. 

219  The  Bradys  and  the  Blind  Banker;  or,  Ferretting  Out  the  Wall 

Street  Thieves. 

220  The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Cat ;  or.  Working  Among  the  Card 

Crooks  of  Chicago. 

221  The  Bradys  and  the  Texas  Oil  King  ;  or.  Seeking  a  Clew  in  the 

Southwest. 

222  The  Bradys  and  the  Night  Ilaw’k  ;  or.  New  Y’ork  at  Midnight. 

223  The  Bradys  in  the  Bad  Lands ;  or.  Hot  w'ork  in  South  Dakota. 

224  The  Bradys  at  Breakneck  Hail ;  or.  The  Mysterious  House  on  the 

Harlem. 

225  The  Bradys  and  the  Fire  Marshal  ;  or.  Hot  Work  in  Horners- 

ville. 

226  The  Bradys  and  the  Three  Sheriffs ;  or.  Doing  a  Turn  in  Ten¬ 

nessee. 

227  The  Bradys  and  the  Opium  Smugglers ;  or,  A  Hot  Trail  on  the 

I’aclfic  Coast. 

228  The  Bradys’  Boomerang;  or.  Shaking  Up  the  Wall  Street  Wire 

Tappers. 

229  The  Bradys  Among  the  Rockies ;  or.  Working  Away  Out  West. 

230  The  Bradys  and  Judge  Lynch;  or.  After  the  Arkansas  Terror. 

231  The  Bradys  and  the  Bagg  Boys;  or.  Hustling  in  the  Black  Hills. 

232  The  Bradys  and  Captain  Bangs ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  a  Mississippi 

Steamer. 

233  The  Bradys  in  Maiden  Lane  ;  or.  Tracking  the  Diamond  Crooks. 

234  The  Bradys  and  Welis-Fargo  Case  ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Mon¬ 

tana  Mail. 

235  The  Bradys  and  “Bowery  Bill”  ;  or.  The  Crooks  of  Coon  Alley. 

236  The  Itradys  at  Bushel  Bend ;  or.  Smoking  Out  the  Chinese  Smug¬ 

glers. 

237  The  Bradys  and  the  Messenger  Boy ;  or.  The  A.  D.  T.  Mystery. 

238  The  Bradys  and  the  Wire  Gang ;  or.  The  Great  Race-Track 

Swindle. 

239  The  Bradys  Among  the  Mormons ;  or.  Secret  Work  In  Salt  Lake 

City. 

240  The  Bradys  and  “Fancy  Frank”  ;  or.  The  Velvet  Gang  of  Flood 

Bar. 

241  The  Bradys  at  Battle  Cliff;  or.  Chased  Up  the  Grand  Canyon. 

242  The  Itradys  and  “Mustang  Mike”  ;  or.  The  Man  With  the  Branded 

Hand. 

243  The  Bradys  at  Gold  Hill  ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Man  from 

Montana. 

244  Ttre  Bradys  and  Pilgrim  Pete ;  or.  The  Tough  Sports  of  Terror 

Gulch. 

246  The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Eagle  Express ;  or.  The  Fate  of  the 
Frisco'  Flyer. 

246  The  Bradys  and  Hi-Lo-Jak ;  or.  Dark  Deeds  in  Chinatown. 

217  The  Bradys  and  the  Texas  Rangers;  or.  Rounding  up  the  Green 

Goods  Fakirs. 

218  The  Bradys  and  “Simple  Sue”;  or,  The  Keno  Queen  of  Sawdust 

City. 


249  The  Bradys  and  the  Wall  Street  Wizard;  or,  the  Cash  Thai  '• 

Not  Come. 

250  The  Bradys  and  Cigarette  Charlie ;  or,  the  Smoothest  Croov  a 

the  World. 

251  The  Bradys  at  Bandit  Gulch;  or.  From  Wall  Street  to  the.  Far 

West. 

252  The  Bradys  in  the  Foot-Hills;  or.  The  Blue  Band  of  Hard  Luck 

Gulch. 

253  The  Bradys  and  Brady  the  Banker ;  or.  The  Secret  of  the  Old 

Santa  Fe  Trail. 

254  The  Bradys’  Graveyard  Clue ;  or.  Dealings  With  Doctor  Death. 

255  The  Bradys  and  "Lonely  Luke" ;  or.  The  Hard  Gang  of  Hard¬ 

scrabble.  1 

256  The  Bradys  and  Tombstone  Tom  ;  or,  A  Hurry  Call  from  Arizona. 

257  The  Bradys’  Backwoods  Trail ;  or.  Landing  the  Log  Rollers 

Gang.  ^ 

25S  The  Bradys  and  “Joe  Jinger”  ;  or.  The  Clew  in  the  Convict  Camp. 

259  The  Bradys  at  Madman’s  Roost ;  or,  A  Ciew  from  the  Golden 

Gate. 

260  The  Bradys  and  the  Border  Band ;  or.  Six  Weeks’  Work  Along 

the  Line. 

261  The  Bradys  in  Sample  City  ;  or.  The  Gang  of  the  Siiver  Seven. 

262  The  Bradys’  Mott  Street  Mystery;  or.  The  Case  of  Mrs.  Chlug 

Chow. 


263  The  Bradys’  Black  Butte  Raid  ;  or.  Trailing  the  Idaho  “Terror.”, 

264  The  Bradys  and  Jockey  Joe  ;  or.  Crooked  Work  at  the  Racetrack 

265  The  Bradys  at  Kicking  Horse  Canyon  ;  or.  Working  for  the  Can¬ 

adian  Pacific. 

266  The  Bradys  and  “Black  Jack”  ;  or.  Tracking  the  Negro  Crooks 

267  The  Bradys’  Wild  West  Clew  ;  or.  Knocking  About  Nevada. 

268  The  Bradys’  Dash  to  Deadwood ;  or,  A  Mysterv  of  the  Bla  *7. 

Hills. 

269  The  Bradys  and  “Humpy  Hank”  ;  or.  The  Silver  Gang  of  Shaa'^A 

270  The  Bradys  and  Dr.  Dockery;  or.  The  Secret  Band  of  S'^veu. 

271  The  Bradys'  Western  Raid  ;  or.  Trailing  A  “Bad”  Man  to  Texas 

272  The  Bradys  at  Fort  Yuma  ;  or.  The  Mix-up  with  the  “King  of 

Mexico.” 

273  The  Bradys  and  the  Bond  King;  or.  Working  on  a  Waii  Streer^ 

Case. 

274  The  Bradys  and  Fakir  Fred;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  County 

Fair.  >■ 


275  The  Bradys’  California  Call  ;  or.  Hot  Work  in  Hangtown. 

276  The  Bradys’  Million  Dollar  Camp;  or.  Rough  Times  in  Rattn* 

snake  Canyon. 

277  The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Hounds;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Miila  j 

Mine. 

278  The  Bradys  Up  Bad  River  ;  or.  After  the  Worst  Man  of  .\11. 

279  The  Bradys  and  ‘'Uncle  Hiram” ;  or.  Hot  Work  with  a  Hay soe<l 

Crook. 

280  The  Bradys  and  Kid  King  ;  or.  Tracking  the  Arizona  Terror. 

281  The  Bradys’  Chicago  Clew;  or.  Exposing  the  Board  of  Trade 

tYooks. 

282  The  Bradys  and  Silver  King ;  or.  After  the  Man  of  Mystery. 

283  The  Bradys’  Ha^  Struggle i  or.  The  Search  for  the  Missing 

Fingers.  -  . 


For  Sale  by  All  Newsdealers^  or  will  be  Sent  to  Any 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, 


28  S  The  Bradys’  Wall  Street  Trail;  or,  T^ie  MatteJp?^JC-Y  Z. 

28  9  The  Bradys  and  the  Bandits’  Gold;  or,  Secret  VVoVk  in  the  Southwest.L 

29  0  The  Bradys  and  Captain  Thunderbolt;  or.  Daring  Work  in  Death 

Valley.  v.  »in  ' 

2  9  1  The  Bradys’  Trip  to  Chinatown;  or.  Trailing  an  Ofwm  Fiei 
29  2  The  Bradys  and  Diamond  Dan;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  oobo' 

Jewels.  '  .  - 

V  i 

Address  on  Receipt  of  Price,  5  Cents  per  Copy,  by 


24  Union  Square,  NeW  'York. 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY.  BACK  NUMBERS  .  ' 

of  our  libraries,  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  ^ey'ran  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Cut  out  and 
In  the  following  Order  Blank  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  books  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  by  re¬ 
turn  mall.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 


<< 


FRANK  TOITSFIY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 

4>i;.vr  Sir — Kncloscd  find . cents  for  which  please  send  me: 

copies  of  WORK  AND  WIN,  Nos . 

“  WILD  WEST  WEFIKLY,  Nos . 

“  FR.WK  REAUE  WEEKLY,  Nos . 

“  I’lJ'OK  AND  LUCK,  Nos . 

“  sf:(’ijet  servtcf:,  Nos . 

“  TUF  LTRERTY  ]U>YS  OF  ':r>.  Nos . 

“  Ten  (%uit  ITand  Hooks.  Nos . 

. . . . Street  and  No . Town 
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